
 
 

The Life of Saint Teresa 
A Review 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

With selected quotations

 



www.thehealingproject.net.au 
Lit. Reviews/The Wisdom Traditions/Christianity 

2 

The Life of Saint Teresa 
A Review 

 
Among the women of Christendom, the bold Teresa of Avila has 
succeeded in transmitting a profound and enduring record of the nature of 
spiritual reality and of Christocentric mystical consciousness. In this 
biography, written at the behest of her spiritual directors, she writes with 
great openness of both her human weaknesses and her extraordinary 
spiritual attainments. 

She speaks of the indiscretions of her youth, of her own “depravity”, of her 
vanity, and of other sins and failings. Interestingly, Padre Pio of Pietrelcina 
spoke equally scathingly of his own “sinfulness”. One can only wonder 
where that leaves the rest of us.   

Teresa was able to draw both solace and inspiration from St Augustine’s 
“Confessions” at a critical time in her early life. She was thereby 
strengthened in her resolve to pursue the way of perfection. By virtue of 
having overcome her own weaknesses, Teresa emerges as one with 
profound compassion for and understanding of the faults and failings of 
others. She writes on a number of occasions about priests within her field 
of influence who were in great danger of losing their way. She describes a 
particular priest “who had been living for two and a half years in mortal sin 
of the most abominable kind.” She enjoined the sisters of her convent and 
others within her circle to offer prayers on his behalf. Her generosity was 
so great that she took on his spiritual burden personally: “I implored His 
Majesty to moderate his torments and temptations, and to let these same 
devils torment me instead, so long as this did not cause me to sin against 
Him. Thus it was that I suffered a month of great torments. . . . The Lord 
was pleased to deliver him from the devils. . . . His soul gained strength, 
and he remained quite free from his sin.” Her prayers carried great power, 
and many lives were turned around and restored through her intercessory 
prayer.  

This notion of expiatory suffering, of taking on the sins and failings of 
others in order that they may be released of their addictions and afflictions 
is a recurrent element in the lives of many saints - particularly those who 
consciously assume the role of “victim souls” as part of their mission.  

Teresa rejoiced in her discovery of the cloister where she felt completely at 
home. Her transformation began the moment she entered. She writes: 
“When I took the habit the Lord immediately showed me how He favours 
those who do violence to themselves in order to serve Him. No one saw 
what I endured, or thought that I acted out of anything but pure desire. At 
the moment of my entrance into this new state I felt a joy so great that it 
has never failed me even to this day.” Yet despite her great joy, her early 
years in the convent were to be characterized by immense affliction and 
near-insuperable difficulties. She came to know physical suffering 
intimately, experiencing fainting episodes, intense chest pain, and periods 
of complete loss of consciousness soon after entering the cloister.  

Her symptoms became so severe that her father arranged that she be 
moved to a nearby town in order to undergo medical treatment. It proved to 
be largely ineffective, so much so that a grave-site was prepared at her 
convent as she received the sacrament of Extreme Unction. Despite the 
extremity of her symptoms, she recovered and went on to live through 
many and frequent such experiences of affliction for the rest of her life. 
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This pattern was not unique to Teresa of Avila, but was similarly repeated 
in the lives of such saints as Padre Pio of Pietrelcina, Faustina Kowalska, 
Alexandrina da Costa and Josefa Menendez. The lives of these individuals, 
like that of Teresa herself, were characterised by states of physical and 
mental distress that would today send most people running to the 
Emergency Departments of the local hospital. Teresa describes her own 
trials and sufferings in great detail and reveals her remarkable acceptance 
of physical pain, mental discomfort and existential uncertainty that would 
drive many to the edge of despair. She writes: “I sometimes had to endure 
– and still have to, though to a lesser degree – the greatest spiritual trials, 
accompanied by bodily pains and tortures so severe that I could scarcely 
control myself.” 

The transparency of her discourses is at times unnerving. She writes with 
great openness about the difficulties and torments that often accompanied 
her life of prayer and activity. 

Teresa has much to say about the nature of the advice offered by spiritual 
directors. She did not work in isolation, but regularly sought out those who 
she believed would be helpful in her own spiritual development. She seems 
to have been particularly attentive to the counsels of her Jesuit mentors. 
Although Teresa praised the qualities of learnedness and knowledge in 
those who would act as spiritual guides, she placed a much higher value 
on the attributes of prudence and experience in directors. She did, 
however, emphasize that the “man of learning” is often more useful to 
those who have traveled some way along the spiritual path than to those 
who are taking their first steps. 

“The Life of Saint Teresa” offers us privileged entry into the life world of a 
woman whose experiences far transcended those described by such 
writers as Richard Bucke, William James, and Abraham Maslow. Teresa 
offers a reflective chronicle of the extraordinary graces that regularly 
infused her life. She urges her readers to remain vigilant, fearless and 
receptive when faced with the powerful and transformative experiences 
that can occur during the practice of interior prayer.  

Teresa offers the perspective of one who has experienced directly such 
phenomena as physical levitation, “locutions”, direct encounters with 
Jesus, and mystical vision. She viewed these as uncalled-for and 
unmerited graces, but understood them also to be helpful manifestations 
whereby her own community was enabled to think less harshly of her 
seemingly difficult and contradictory nature. Teresa breathes humility and 
egolessness in her descriptions of the workings of pure grace. 

Teresa was a woman of extremes, as capable of experiencing the 
rapturous states of physical levitation and luminous vision as of enduring 
extreme physical pain and mental anguish. She was also a woman of 
unstoppable drivenness who gently but decisively neutralised the 
opposition of many - even within her own order - who were hostile to her 
ideas. Her reforms brought great spiritual renewal to the Carmelite order. 

In this remarkable autobiography, Teresa reveals the full extent of her 
personality. She also provides the reader with a vivid account of the 
extraordinary reality she inhabited for most of her life. 
        
      Vincent Di Stefano, Inverloch 
      [Revised, January 2019] 
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TERESA OF AVILA: The Life of Saint Teresa. New Translation 
by J.M. Cohen, Penguin Classics, 1957 

 
 
Introduction 
J.M. Cohen (translator) 
 
The autobiography of Santa Teresa is the story of a most remarkable woman’s entry 
into the religious life, and at the same time a literary masterpiece that is, after Don 
Quixote, the most widely read prose classic of Spain. . . . The book, as we have it 
gives an account of Teresa’s life up to her fiftieth year, 1565, but it was certainly 
begun some seven or eight years before the date when it was asked for by her 
confessors, and was addressed in the first place to those four close spiritual friends 
whom she mentions in Chapter 16 as her fellow members of “the Five”. . . . 
          
It first began to pass from hand to hand at the beginning of 1565, and soon Father 
Banez, the saint’s confessor at the time and her firm ally and friend, was reproaching 
her for putting it about rather too freely. He realized, however that the fault was not 
hers. Fashionable Spain was extremely interested in this active and forthright reformer 
of convents. . . . 
 
Her language flows, as does that of Cervantes, like good talk; and she shares with 
Cervantes also a taste for proverbs and pithy country sayings. Teresa was a woman of 
little reading. The Imitation of Christ and Saint Augustine’s Confessions were two of 
the few books that she knew well.       p 11 
 
She was chiefly concerned to tell of her conversion to the contemplative life at the age 
of forty, and her subsequent progress in it. . . . 
 
Teresa was no cold intellectual, but quickly became involved in the life and problems 
of anyone with whom she came into touch. We see her compelling a priest who was 
living in sin to throw away the amulet with which his mistress had ‘enchanted’ him, 
and to set about mending his ways. We learn too, later in the book, of the alarm with 
which various other priests viewed her when they began to hear her confessions. They 
were very much afraid that she might become attached to them in the worldly sense: a 
suspicion which she found quite absurd.     p 12 
 
Teresa’s Life ends just when she has passed the watershed between her years of 
spiritual endeavour and those in which she combined the religious life with one of 
great public activity. In these later years she wrote two books as great as the one 
before us: The Foundations, which tells the tale of her journeys and of the sixteen 
houses that she founded after St Joseph’s, and The Interior Castle, otherwise called 
The Mansions, an analysis of inner prayer and spiritual states which is probably her 
masterpiece.         p 13 
 
One sees her impelled by forces that she could not even pretend to control; and as she 
describes them, one comes to understand something of their nature. For Teresa never 
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failed to remember as she wrote those who were but beginners on the spiritual path 
along which she had progressed at so giddy a rate.   pp 13-14 
 
Teresa begins with the picture of herself as one without any true vocation at all. As a 
young woman, she has attempted to advance in prayer from mere petitions and 
recitations of the Office to the stage of inner contemplation. She had tried to calm her 
busy mind and to make contact with some deeper reality. But, working without help 
from anyone who had trodden this path before, she had failed lamentably. Attacked 
by vomiting, heart-spasms, cramps, and partial paralysis, and wracked by pains that 
were probably functional, not organic, she had been compelled to give up her spiritual 
exercises, to stop praying, and even to temporarily leave her convent in search of a 
cure. Some may suspect that in her unguided ascetic practices she had subjected 
herself to undue strains, and that in her attitude to prayer in general, she had been 
grasping for results, in the shape of visions, locutions, and other ‘sweetnesses’, 
instead of working, as she afterwards learned to do, without thought of rewards.   p 14 
 
She was transported into states far above those experienced by ordinary men. In these 
she knew, as if she had been told by God’s own voice, what she should do and say in 
any situation. The foundation of St. Joseph’s was carried through under this divine 
inspiration, as was the writing of large parts of the Life and of her other works. She 
did not herself know how to explain her loftiest experiences, but left it to God to 
explain them through her. There are several descriptions by her fellow nuns of 
moments when they saw her with glowing features, writing as if at a heavenly 
dictation. But not all the supernatural states that possessed Teresa were equally 
welcome to her. She herself tells how, in prayer, she would be lifted into the air, to 
her own consternation and to the alarm of those sisters who were praying beside her 
in the choir. 
 
These mysterious levitations were matched after her death by the equally mysterious 
incorruptibility of her body. Both are well-known phenomena which occur in the 
histories of many saints and that can only be accounted for by some actual change in 
the physical structure that takes place at the same time as spiritual transformation. In 
Teresa’s case the fragrance that surrounded her uncorrupted body led to most 
disgraceful results. In the wild rush to acquire sacred relics, various of her limbs were 
torn from her corpse. Her old friend Father Gracian, who had only lately so 
disappointed her by failing to accompany her on a journey, inaugurated her 
dismemberment by cutting off one of her hands.    p 16 
 
She was probably twenty-one when she took the Carmelite habit, and for about twenty 
years after that engaged in a continuous “strife and contention between converse with 
God and the society of the world.” Her resulting breakdown in health is fully described 
by herself. At twenty-five, she seems to have been a complete invalid, and it was not till 
she was forty that the principal symptoms of her malady disappeared. . . . It was not 
until 1555, when she was already forty, that some new and sporadic attempts bore fruit. 
It was then that she first read St. Augustine’s Confessions, which threw light for her on 
her own experiences, and it was at this time that she began to meet the Jesuits who had 
just established a college at Avila. . . .  
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Her dearest concern seems to have been the instruction of her thirteen nuns at St 
Joseph’s, for whom she composed her second book, The Way of Perfection. At the 
same time, also, she began to write more fully of her early spiritual development in a 
series of “Relations,” intended, like the Life, to be read by her confessors. p 17 
 
Far from retiring into a life of contemplation, she was violently projected into one of 
great activity. But just as she had positively known it to be God’s will that St. 
Joseph’s should be founded and flourish despite every obstacle, so she was filled with 
the certainty that the growth of the Discalced Carmelite Order was a divinely ordained 
task. The difficulties that she met were even greater than those of her first foundation; 
her strength in combating them even more flint-like. . . .  
 
The writing of the Foundations was followed by that of The Interior Castle, an 
amplification of those chapters in the Life that describe the progress of the soul in 
terms of the various ‘Waters.’ This book, which develops another metaphor, that of 
the soul’s seven ‘Mansions,’ is more mature in its experience than the Life, and more 
uniform in its composition. It was written at great speed in 1577, as the outcome of a 
vision that came to Teresa on Trinity Eve of that year. 
 
From 1568 onwards Teresa was greatly strengthened by the formation of a company 
of Discalced friars who accepted her reform, chief among whom was her friend and 
pupil Juan de Yepes (1542-91), known to us as St John of the Cross. He became 
spiritual director of St Joseph’s in 1572, but was seized and thrown into prison by his 
Unreformed brothers a year later. He was subjected to great hardships, and remained 
in captivity for fourteen years. Teresa herself was on occasions forced to resort to the 
highest authority in the land, Philip II himself, to save herself from similar treatment. 
The Unreformed Carmelites fought hard with ecclesiastical backing to suppress the 
Discalced, but Rome and the Court, as well as several grandees, were on Teresa’s 
side.          p 18 
 
Despite her initial reluctance to take office or responsibility, once she did so she 
prided herself on her reputation as a sound organizer and a good business woman. 
When negotiating a site for one of her new foundations she was careful to guard 
against any possible interference from the landlord that might one day endanger the 
prioress’s freedom of action; and in attracting and selecting novices with sufficient 
dowries to put her nunneries on a sound footing, she was careful not to incur any 
passengers in the spiritual sense. Every one of her nuns, she said, must be fit to be a 
prioress.         pp 18-19 
 
“One of the things that makes me happy here,” she wrote from her foundation at 
Seville, “is that there is no suggestion of that nonsense about my supposed sanctity. 
That allows me to live and go about without fear that the ridiculous tower of their 
imagination will come tumbling down on top of me.” A year or two later she is 
congratulating herself on just beginning to be a true nun. 
 
Nevertheless the world persisted in believing that Teresa was a saint, and in 1622, a 
bare forty-five years after her death, she was canonized. In 1814, when Spain, with 
the help of its English allies, was driving out its French conquerors, she was 
proclaimed the national saint of her country. . . .       
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The Life was first published together with other works of Teresa’s in 1588, under the 
editorship of the poet and religious writer Luis de Leon.   p 19 
 
J. M. Cohen 
May 1956 
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The Life of the Holy Mother Teresa of Jesus and some of the favours 
granted to her by God, written by herself at the command of her 

confessor, to whom she submits and directs it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 1 
 
It was a help to me that I never saw my parents inclined to anything but virtue, and 
many virtues they had. My father was most charitable to the poor, and most 
compassionate to the sick, also to his servants; so much so that he could never be 
persuaded to keep slaves. . . . He was an extremely truthful man, and was never heard 
to swear or speak slander. He was also most rigid in his chastity.  
 
My mother too was a woman of many virtues, who endured a life of great sickness, 
and was extremely modest. Although she possessed remarkable beauty, she never 
showed the least signs of setting any store by it. Although she died at thirty-three, she 
already dressed like a woman advanced in years. She was very calm, and of great 
understanding. Throughout her life she endured severe sufferings, and she died in a 
most Christian manner. 
 
We were three sisters and nine brothers, and all, by God’s mercy, took after our 
parents in virtue, except myself.      p 23  
 
When my mother died I was a little under twelve; and when I began to realize my 
loss, I went in my distress to an image of Our Lady and, weeping bitterly, begged her 
to be my mother. Though I did this in my simplicity, I believe that I benefitted by it. 
For whenever I have turned to the supreme Virgin I have always been conscious of 
her aid, and in the end she brought me back to herself.   p 24 
 
As I grew older and began to be aware of the natural graces with which the Lord had 
endowed me – and people said that they were many – instead of giving Him thanks 
for them, I began to use them all, as I shall now relate, to offend against Him.   p 25  
 
Chapter 2 
 
If parents were to ask me for advice, I would tell them to take great care what people 
their children consort with at this age. For great harm comes of bad company, since 
we are inclined by nature to follow the worse rather than the better. So it was with me. 
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. . . . I am sometimes astonished at the harm which a single bad companion can do, 
and if I had not experience in the matter I should never believe it. This is particularly 
so when one is young, for then the evil effects are worst. I wish that parents would 
take warning by me, and consider this very carefully. As a result of my intercourse 
with this person, I was so changed that I lost nearly all my soul’s natural disposition 
to virtue, so influenced was I by her and by another who was given to the same kind 
of amusements. . . .         
 
I could not have been pursuing these vanities for more than three months when they 
took me to a convent in the city where I lived, in which girls like myself were 
educated, though there were none there as depraved as I.   pp 27-28 
 
Chapter 3 
 
She (a nun who was in charge of applicants for the novitiate) spoke to me of the 
reward which the Lord gives to those who forsake everything for Him. Her good 
company began to dispel the habits which bad company had formed in me, to bring 
back to my mind desire for eternal things, and somewhat to rid me of my antipathy 
towards taking the veil, which had been very great indeed.   p 30 
 
Although I could not, even then, make up my mind to take the habit, I saw that the 
religious state was the best and safest; and so, gradually, I decided to make myself 
enter into it. 
 
I fought this battle for three months, urging this argument against myself: that the 
trials and hardships of the religious life could not be greater than those of purgatory; 
that I had thoroughly earned the pains of hell; that it would be a trifle to spend such 
time as I might live as though I were in purgatory, and that afterwards I should go 
straight to Heaven, which was my desire. In this intention of taking the habit I was 
more influenced by servile fear, I believe, than by love. . . . 
 
I had now become subject to severe fainting fits attended by fever, for I had always 
had very poor health. But I got fresh life by my continued fondness for good books. I 
would read the Epistles of St. Jerome, which gave me such courage that I resolved to 
speak to my father of my resolve, which was almost like taking the habit. For I set 
much store by my word that I should never, I believe, on any account turned back, 
once I had announced my intention. My father, however, was so fond of me that I was 
quite unable to obtain his consent; nor were the entreaties of others, whom I asked to 
speak to him, of the least avail. The most that I could get from him was that I could do 
as I like after his death.       pp 31-32 
 
 
 
Chapter 4 
 
When I left my father’s house I felt such dreadful distress that the pain of death itself 
cannot be worse. Every bone in my body seemed to be wrenched asunder. For as I had 
no love for God to subdue my love for my father and my relatives, the whole action 
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did me such violence that, if the Lord had not helped me, my resolution would not 
have been enough to push me forward. But here He gave me courage to fight myself, 
and so I carried it through. 
 
When I took the habit the Lord immediately showed me how He favours those who 
do violence to themselves in order to serve Him. No one saw what I endured, or 
thought that I acted out of anything but pure desire. At the moment of my entrance 
into this new state I felt a joy so great that it has never failed me even to this day; and 
God converted the dryness of my soul into a very great tenderness. All the details of 
the religious life delighted me. In fact sometimes when I used to sweep the house at 
hours that I had once spent on my indulgence and adornment, the memory that I was 
now free from these things gave me a fresh joy, which surprised me, for I could not 
understand where it came from.       p 33 
 
I know from plentiful experience that if I resolutely persist in a purpose from the 
beginning, and it is done for God’s sake only, His Majesty rewards me even in this 
life in ways which only one who has known their joys can understand. In such cases, 
even before we begin, it is His will that the soul, for the increase of its merits, shall be 
afraid. Then the greater the fear, the greater and the sweeter the subsequent reward 
will be if we succeed. This I know from experience, as I have said, on many very 
serious occasions.        pp 33-34 
 
The change in my life and my diet affected my health; and even though I was very 
happy, that was not enough. My fainting fits began to become more frequent, and I 
suffered from such pains in the heart that everyone who saw them was alarmed. I had 
also many other ailments. I spent my first year, therefore, in a very bad state of health, 
though I do not think I offended God much during that time. As my condition was so 
serious that I was usually semi-conscious and sometimes lost consciousness 
altogether, my father took great pains to find some remedy; and as the local doctors 
could offer none, he arranged for me to be taken to a town (Becedas) that had a great 
reputation for the curing of other diseases, and where they said that mine could be 
cured too. . . . 
 
I stayed in that town for almost a year, and for three months of it suffered the greatest 
tortures from the remedies they applied to me, which were so drastic that I do not 
know how I endured them. In fact, though I did endure them, they were too much for 
my constitution, as I shall relate.      pp 34-35 
 
I tried as hard as I could to bring the presence of Jesus Christ, our Lord and our Good, 
into my heart; and this was my method of prayer. If I thought of any incident in His life, 
I represented it to myself within me, though what still gave me the most pleasure was 
the reading of good books, which was my only recreation. For the Lord did not give me 
a talent for intellectual meditation or for making use of the imagination. My imagination 
is so sluggish that however hard I tried to think of or picture Our Lord’s human 
presence – and I tried very hard – I never succeeded. 
 
If we can reflect on the nature of the world, on our debt to God, on Our Lord’s great 
sufferings, on our own small service in return, and on what He gives to those who love 
Him, we get material with which to defend ourselves against stray thoughts, also against 
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perils and occasions for sin. But those who cannot make use of this method run a far 
greater risk, and should frequently resort to reading, since they can get help in no other 
way.          p 36 
 
It seems to me now that it was by God’s providence that I did not find anyone to teach 
me. For I believe it would have been impossible for me to persevere for the eighteen 
years during which I suffered this trial and these great aridities, through not being 
able, as I have said, to meditate. All that time, except immediately after taking 
Communion, I never ventured to start praying without a book. My soul was as much 
afraid to engage in prayer without one, as if it had to fight against a host. With this 
protection, which was like a companion and a shield on which to take the blows of my 
many thoughts, I found comfort, for I was not generally in aridity. But always when I 
was without a book, my soul would at once become disturbed, and my thoughts 
wandered. As I read, I began to call them together again and, as it were, laid a bait for 
my soul. Very often I had to do no more than open a book. Sometimes I read a little, 
sometimes much, according to the favour which the Lord showed me. p 37 
 
Chapter 5 
 
I was three months in that place, suffering great torments. The treatments were more 
than my constitution could stand. So strong were the medicines that after two months 
I was almost dead, and the pains in my heart, of which I had come to be cured, were 
so much more intense that I sometimes felt as if sharp teeth were being plunged into 
it. I was in such agony that they feared I might go mad. I had lost a great deal of 
strength, for I felt such a loathing for food that all I could take was a little liquid; and I 
had a continuous fever. I was reduced by the daily purges that I had been given for 
almost a month, and so shriveled that my nerves began to contract, giving me such 
unbearable pain that I could get no rest by night or day, and fell into a state of great 
misery. 
 
Seeing that I had gained nothing here, my father took me back again. Then I was 
again seen by the doctors, who all gave me up, saying that on top of this disease I had 
also consumption. This did not worry me much. What distressed me was the pain, 
which was everywhere from my head to my feet. For pains in the nerves, as the 
physicians say, are unbearable, and all my nerves were contracting. If I had not 
brought this on by my own guilt, it would have been a cruel torture indeed. 
 
I cannot have remained in this tortured state for more than three months; it seemed 
impossible that anyone could bear so many ills together. I am amazed at myself now, 
and think of the patience with which His Majesty gave me as a great mercy, for it 
clearly came from the Lord. It was a great help to my patience that I had read the 
story of Job in the Morals of St Gregory, which the Lord seems to have used to 
prepare me for this suffering, also that I had begun the practice of prayer. As a result, 
I was able to bear all this with considerable resignation.   pp 42-43 
 
That night I had an attack that left me insensible for almost four days. They gave me 
the Sacrament of Extreme Unction, and in every minute of every hour thought that I 
was dying. They never stopped reciting the Creed to me, as though I could have heard 
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what they said. At times they were so sure that I was dead that afterwards I actually 
found some wax on my eyelids. . . . 
 
For a day and a half a grave was left open in my convent, waiting for my body, and 
the rites for the dead were performed at a friary of our Order a short distance away. 
But it pleased the Lord that I should come round. I immediately asked to confess and 
took Communion with many tears. . . .  
 
I certainly believe that my salvation would have been in peril if I had died then, partly 
because my confessors had so little knowledge, and partly because I was so very 
wicked, also for many other reasons. Indeed, when I come to this point and realize 
how my Lord seems to have raised me from the dead, I am so filled with wonder that 
I am almost trembling.”       pp 43-44 
 
Chapter 6 
 
After my four days of insensibility I was in such a state that only the Lord knows the 
unbearable torments I suffered. My tongue was bitten to pieces, and my throat was so 
choked from having eaten no food and from my great weakness, that I could not even 
swallow water. My bones seemed to be wrenched out of their sockets, and there was a 
great confusion in my head. As a result of all those days of torture I was all twisted 
into a knot, and unless someone moved them for me, could no more move arm, foot, 
hand or head than if I had been dead. All that I could move, I think, was one finger of 
my right hand. It was impossible for anyone to see me, for I was in such pain all over 
that I could not bear it. They used to move me in a sheet, one taking one end and one 
the other; and this state of things lasted till Palm Sunday. My sole relief was that so 
long as I was not touched my pains often ceased, and then when I had had a little rest 
I considered myself well. I was afraid that my patience would fail, and so I was 
extremely pleased when I found myself free from these sharp and continuous pains, 
even though the cold fits of an intermittent fever which I still suffered remained 
almost unendurably severe. I continued to have a great distaste for food. . . . 
 
My extreme weakness is beyond description; I was nothing but bones. As I have said, 
I remained in this state for more than eight months, and my paralysis, although it grew 
less, continued for almost three years. When I began to crawl on hands and knees, I 
praised God. I spent all this time in great resignation and, except at the beginning, in 
great joy. For all this was trifling compared to the pains and torments with which it 
had started. I was quite resigned to God’s will, even though He should leave me in 
this state forever. My sole anxiety, I think, was to get well in order to pray in solitude, 
as I had learnt to. There was no possibility of this in the infirmary.  p. 45 
 
I would not speak the slightest evil of anyone, and it was my practice to avoid all 
gossip. I kept it always in mind that I must not allow others to say, or to say myself, 
anything about another that I would not like to be said about me. I kept this rule most 
rigidly on all possible occasions, though not so perfectly that I did not break it now 
and then when difficult situations occurred. But on the whole I kept it; and this so 
impressed the sisters who were with me and talked to me that they adopted the habit 
too. It came to be understood that where I was it was safe to turn your back; and it 
was the same with my friends and relations, and those who learnt from me.   p 46 
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O my God, how I longed for the health to serve You better, and this was the cause of 
all my undoing! When I saw myself so paralysed and still so young, and how the 
physicians of the world had dealt with me, I decided to invoke those of heaven to heal 
me. For though I bore my illness most joyfully, I still wanted to get well. But 
sometimes I reflected that I might regain my health and yet be lost, and that it would 
be better to stay as I was. But I always thought that I should serve God much better if 
I recovered. This is our mistake, never to resign ourselves absolutely to what the Lord 
does, though He knows best what suits us.     p 47 
 
I am afraid, and with good reason, that You may abandon me again. I know now how 
little my strength and small virtue can achieve if You are not always granting me 
Your grace and helping me not to forsake You. May it please Your majesty that I be 
not forsaken by You even now, when I imagine myself to be in this state. . . . 
 
Once, my Lord, it seemed to me impossible that I should forsake You utterly. But 
now that I have forsaken You so often I cannot help being afraid. Whenever You 
withdrew only a little way from me, I immediately fell to the ground. May You be 
blessed for ever since, although I have forsaken You, You have never so utterly 
forsaken me as not to raise me up again by continually giving me Your hand. Very 
often, Lord, I did not want it, nor did I want to hear how repeatedly You called me 
again, as I shall now relate.       p 49 
 
Chapter 7 
 
The way of true religion is so little used that friars or nuns who begin truly to follow 
their calling have more to fear from members of their own communities than from all 
the devils.         p 52 
 
Once when I was with one person, at the very beginning of our acquaintance, the Lord 
was pleased to show me that such friendships were not good for me, and to warn me 
and give me light in my great blindness. Christ appeared before me, looking most 
severe, and giving me to understand that there was something about this that 
displeased Him. I saw him with the eyes of my soul more clearly than I could ever 
have seen Him with the eyes of the body, and the vision made such an impression on 
me that, although it was more than twenty-six years ago, I seem to see His presence 
even now. I was greatly astonished and disturbed, and I never wanted to see that 
person again.         p 53 
 
For the last twenty years I have suffered from morning sickness, and cannot take any 
food until past midday - sometimes not until much later. Now that I take Communion 
more frequently, I have to bring it on at night before I go to bed, with feathers or in 
some other way; and this is much more disturbing. But if I do not, I feel much worse. 
I think I am never quite free, either, from aches and pains, which are sometimes very 
severe, especially around the heart, though the fainting-fits, which were then so 
continuous, are now very rare, and I have been free for the last eight years from 
paralysis and from those attacks of fever that I used to have so often. But I take my 
complaints so lightly now that often I rejoice in them, believing that the Lord is in 
some way served by them.       p 55 
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I led a very wretched life, for as I prayed I gained a clearer knowledge of my faults. 
On one side God called me, and on the other I followed the world. All divine things 
gave me great pleasure; yet those of the world held me prisoner. I seem to have 
wanted to reconcile two opposites as completely hostile, one to another, as the 
spiritual life and the joys, pleasures, and pastimes of the senses. I found great 
difficulty in praying, for the spirit was not the master but the slave; and so I could not 
shut myself inside myself - which was my whole method of procedure in prayer - 
without shutting a thousand vanities in with me. I spent many years in this way, and 
now I am astonished that anyone could have suffered so much without giving up the 
one or the other. I know very well that by this time it was no longer in my power to 
abandon prayer, for He who desired me in order to do me greater mercies, held me in 
His hand.         p 57 
 
His supreme generosity did not look on my great sins, but on the desires that I so 
often felt to serve Him, and on my grief that I had not the strength in me to carry them 
out.          p 58 
 
It is considered a good thing to pursue the vanities and comforts of the world, and few 
look on them with disapproval. So if anyone begins to devote himself to God there are 
so many that speak ill of him that he must find companions for his protection, until 
such time as they are all strong enough not to be depressed by suffering. If he does 
not, he will find himself in great difficulties.     p 59 
 

In truth, I am the weakest and wickedest of mortals. But 
I believe that one who humbles himself, though strong, 
and who trusts not in himself but in someone who has 
had experience in these matters, will lose nothing. Of 
myself I may say that if the Lord had not revealed this 
truth to me, and given me constant opportunities of 
speaking with persons who practise prayer, I should 
have gone on rising and falling again until I tumbled 
into Hell. I had plenty of friends to help me fall. But 
when it came to picking myself up I found myself 

completely alone. Indeed, I wonder now that I did not remain where I fell. Praise be to 
God for His mercy, for only He held out His hand. May he be blessed for ever!     p 60 
 
Chapter 8 
 
I spent nearly twenty years on this stormy sea, falling and evermore rising again, but 
to little purpose as afterwards I would fall once more. My life was so far from 
perfection that I took hardly any notice of venial sins and, though I feared mortal sins, 
I was not sufficiently afraid to keep myself out of temptations. I must say that this was 
one of the most painful ways of life that can be imagined. I derived no joy from God 
and no pleasure from the world.      p 61 
 
Of the twenty-eight years since I started to pray I have spent more than eighteen of 
them in this strife and contention between converse with God and the society of the 
world. As for the rest, which remain to be described, the battle has not been light, 
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though its causes have been different. But since I have, as I think, been in God’s 
service, and have come to know the vanity of the world, all has gone smoothly, as I 
shall tell later. . . .  
 
However sinful a man may be, he should not abandon prayer once he has begun it. It 
is the means by which all may be repaired again, and without it amendment would be 
much more difficult. Let him not be persuaded by the devil, as I was, to give it up out 
of humility. Let him believe rather that his words are true who has said that if we will 
truly repent and resolve not to offend Him, He will return to His former friendship 
with us (footnote: a reference to Ezekiel xviii, 21) and grant us favours once more, 
sometimes even more generously than before, if only our repentance deserves it.  
          p 62 
 
Very often over a period of some years I was more occupied with the wish that the 
time I had assigned myself for prayer would end, and with listening whenever the 
clock struck, than with other and better thoughts. Very often I would have undertaken 
any sharp penance that might have been laid upon me more willingly than the act of 
recollection preparatory to prayer. Indeed the violence with which the devil assailed 
me was so irresistible, or my bad habits were so strong, that I never got so far as to 
pray; and the depression I felt on entering the oratory was so strong that I had to avail 
myself of all my courage to force myself in. As for courage they say that mine is far 
from slight, and it is well known that God has given me more than a woman’s share of 
it, though I have made poor use of it. . . .     p 64 
 

Nothing is of much use unless we abandon all reliance on ourselves, and place it in 
God. I wished to live, and clearly saw that I was not living but wrestling with the 
shadow of death. There was no one to give me life. For He who might have done so 
was right in not coming to my aid, seeing that He had brought me back to Himself so 
many times, and each time I had forsaken Him.    p 66 

 
Chapter 9 
 
As I went into the oratory I saw an image that they had procured for a certain festival 
that was to be observed in the house, and which they had placed there. It was of Christ 
terribly wounded and it was so moving that when I looked at it the very sight of Him 
shook me, for it clearly showed what He suffered for us. So strongly did I feel what a 
poor return I had made for those wounds, that my heart seemed to break, and I threw 
myself on the ground before Him in a great flood of tears, imploring Him to give me 
strength once and for all not to offend Him again. . . .  
 
I think I said to Him then that I would not rise up until He granted me my prayer. I 
certainly believed that this benefitted me, for from that time I have begun greatly to 
improve. This was my method of praying: Since I could not meditate intellectually, I 
would try to call up the picture of Christ within me, and I found myself the better, as I 
believe, for dwelling on those moments in His life when He was most lonely. It 
seemed to me that when He was alone and afflicted he must, like anyone in trouble, 
admit me. I had many of these simple thoughts, and I was particularly fond of the 
prayer in the Garden, where I could accompany Him in His Agony. I thought of the 
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sweat and the affliction that He endured there. I only wished that I could have wiped 
away that painful sweat. But I remember that, in my prayer, I never dared to make up 
my mind to do so, for then my sins appeared before me in all their gravity. I would 
stay with Him there as long as my thoughts allowed me. But I had many tormenting 
thoughts. 
 
For many years, almost every night before I went to sleep, as I commended myself to 
God in order to sleep well, I would always dwell for a while on this scene of the 
prayer in the Garden; and this even before I became a nun, for I had been told pardon 
for many sins was to be gained in this way. I am sure that my soul gained greatly from 
it, because I began to adopt the habit of prayer without knowing what it was; and it 
became so usual for me that I could no longer have omitted it than the practice of 
crossing myself before going to sleep.     pp 67-68 
 
At this time I was given St Augustine’s Confessions, seemingly by the ordainment of 
the Lord. I did not ask for it myself, nor had I ever seen it. I am most devoted to St 
Augustine, because the convent in which I lived before taking my vows was of his 
Order, and also because he had been a sinner. I derived great comfort from those 
saints who have sinned and yet whom the Lord has drawn to Himself. I though that I 
could obtain help from them, and that as the Lord had pardoned them he might pardon 
me. But one thing that I have already mentioned disturbed me. The Lord had called 
them only once and they had not sinned again, but my relapses were so many that it 
distressed me. Yet when I remember the love He bore me I took fresh courage, for I 
never doubted His mercy, though I very often doubted myself. . . . 
 
I do not think that I had yet prepared myself enough to seek His service when His 
Majesty began to grant me favours once more. He seems deliberately to have 
contrived to make me accept what others labour with great efforts to acquire – I mean 
the joys and the comforts that he gave me in these latter years. I presumed to beg for 
these gifts or for sweetness in devotion. I only demanded the grace not to offend Him 
again, and pardon for my great sins. When I saw how great they were, I never 
ventured deliberately to desire joys or comforts. He showed me sufficient 
compassion, I think – and truly He was most merciful to me – in allowing me to 
approach Him and drawing me into His presence. I saw that except by His agency I 
should not have come there.        pp 69-70 
 
Chapter 10 
 
The Lord’s gifts are made on one condition, that if we do not make good use of His 
treasures and of the estate to which He raises us, He will take them away again, and 
we shall be left poorer than before.      p 73 
 
However clearly I may wish to explain this matter of prayer, it will be very obscure to 
anyone who has not the experience. I shall describe certain impediments, which I 
believe prevent men from advancing on this path, also certain other courses of danger 
about which the Lord has taught me by experience. More recently, I have also 
discussed the subject with men of great learning and persons who have led spiritual 
lives for many years; and they have seen that in the twenty-seven years during which I 
have practised prayer, ill though I have trodden the road and often though I have 
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stumbled, His Majesty has granted me experiences for which others need thirty-seven, 
or even forty-seven, although they may have progressed in penitence and constant 
virtue.          p 75 
 
Chapter 11 
 
If a beginner tries hard, with God’s help, to gain the summit of perfection, I think he 
will never reach heaven alone, but will take many others with him. God will prize him 
as a good captain and give him his company; and the devil will put such perils and 
difficulties in his way that he will need not merely a little courage but a great deal, 
also much help from God, if he is not to turn back. . . . 
 
It is in those early stages that the labour is hardest, for it is they who labour and the 
Lord who gives the increase; whereas in the further stages of prayer the chief thing is 
joy. Nevertheless, at the beginning, the middle, and the end, all bear their crosses, 
though not all crosses are alike. For all who follow Christ must tread the road that He 
trod, unless they want to be lost.      p 77 
 
Beginners have to accustom themselves to pay no attention to what they see or hear, 
and to put this exercise into practice during their hours of prayer, when they must 
remain in solitude, thinking while they are alone of their past life. Although all must 
do this many times, the advanced as well as the beginners.   p 79 
 
The soul which begins resolutely to tread this path of mental prayer, and can manage 
not greatly to care about consolations and tenderness in devotion, neither rejoicing 
when the Lord gives them nor being discouraged when He withholds them, has 
already gone a large part of the way. . . . 
 
When I hear servants of God, men of weight, learning, and understanding, worrying 
so much because He is not giving them devotion, it makes me sick to listen to them. I 
do not say that they should not accept it if God grants it to them, and value it too, for 
then His majesty will see that it was good for them, but they should not be distressed 
when they do not receive it. They should realize that since the Lord does not give it to 
them they do not need it. Let them take it from me that all this fuss is a mistake, as I 
have myself seen and proved. It is an imperfection in them; they are not advancing in 
freedom of spirit but hanging back through weakness.   p 81 
 
Chapter 12 
 
The soul can also picture itself as in the presence of Christ, and accustom itself to feel 
deep love for His blessed humanity. It can have Him always with it, and talk to Him, 
and ask Him for what it needs and complain to Him of its troubles and rejoice with 
Him in its pleasures, and yet never allow them to make it forgetful of Him. For this it 
has no need of set prayers, but can use such words as express its desires and its needs. 
This is an excellent and very speedy way of advancement.   p 84 
 
Humility has this excellent quality, that no work which is done in a humble state 
leaves any distaste in the soul. I think that I have made this clear, though perhaps only 
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to myself. May the Lord open the eyes of those who read this, and grant them 
experience. For however slight that experience is, they will immediately understand. 
          p 86 
 
It is most important not to raise the spirit if the Lord does not raise it for us; and if He 
does, we know it immediately. This straining is especially harmful to women, because 
the devil can delude them. I am quite certain, however, that the Lord will never allow 
anyone to be harmed who endeavours to approach Him with humility. On the 
contrary, such a person will derive great gain and advantage from the attack by which 
Satan intended to destroy him.      p 87 
 
Chapter 13 
 
It is most important not to limit our good desires but to believe that, with God’s help, 
if we gradually increase our efforts, we shall reach, though perhaps not at once, that 
height which many saints have attained to, through His favour. If they had never 
resolutely desired this, and gradually put their desires into effect, they would never 
have come to their high state.       p 88 
 
We shall do all right if we walk in righteousness and cling to virtue, but we shall 
advance at a snail’s pace. Freedom of spirit is not to be had in that way. It seems to 
me quite a good course of procedure for those in the married state, who have to live in 
accordance with their vocation. But I cannot recommend it for any other state, nor can 
I be persuaded that it is a good method. I tried it myself, and should have been 
practising it to this day if the Lord had not shown me a short cut. . . . 
 
The devil also starts incapacitating our bodies the moment he detects the slightest 
apprehension in us. That is enough for him; he immediately tries to persuade us that 
all this devotion will kill us or make us ill; and when we weep, he suggests that this 
will make us blind. I have been through all this, and so I know it. I know too that we 
can desire no better kind of sight or health than to lose both in such a cause. As my 
own health was so bad, I was always hampered and useless until I decided to take no 
notice of my body or of my state of health; and now I bother very little about either. 
 
It has pleased God to let me see this trick of the devil. Then, whenever he suggested 
that I was making myself ill, I would answer ‘It doesn’t matter if I die!’ and ‘Rest! I 
don’t need rest but the Cross’, and so on. I clearly saw that although I am very sickly, 
in most cases my illnesses were temptations of Satan, or arose from my own 
weakness. Since I have given up caring so much for my ease and comfort, my health 
has been very much better.       p 90 
 
Let us endeavour always to look at the virtues and good qualities that we find in 
others, and to keep our own great sins before our eyes, so that we may see none of 
their failings. This is one way of working; and although we may not be able to 
manage it perfectly at once, we shall acquire one great virtue by it: we shall consider 
everyone else better than ourselves. Then, with God’s grace - which is always 
necessary, since when we do not have it all efforts are useless - we shall begin to 
progress. . . .           
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To those who make use of their intellects I would say further that they ought not to 
spend their whole time in this way. Though it is most meritorious and they find prayer 
sweet, they fail to realize that they ought also to observe a kind of Sunday, when they 
should rest from their labours. They think that this would be a waste of time, but I 
consider this waste a very great gain. Let them picture themselves, as I have 
suggested, as in the presence of Christ, and without tiring their minds, let them talk 
and rejoice with Him. They should not weary themselves by composing speeches, but 
lay their needs before Him, and acknowledge how right He is not to allow us in His 
presence. There is a time for one thing and a time for another, so that the soul may not 
be wearied with always eating the same food.    p 92 
 
There are many souls who make more progress by meditating on other subjects than 
the Holy Passion. For as there are many mansions in heaven, so there are many roads 
leading to them. Some people derive benefit from imagining themselves in hell, and 
others, who are distressed by thinking of hell, from imagining themselves in heaven. 
Some meditate on death. Others, if they are tender-hearted, become exhausted by 
always dwelling on the Passion, but derive great benefit from thinking of the power 
and greatness of God as revealed in His creatures, and of His love for us, which is 
expressed in all things. This last is an admirable method, so long as it is combined 
with frequent thoughts on the Passion and the life of Christ, the past and present 
source of all our good.          p 93 
 
Although learning may not seem necessary in a director, my opinion has always been 
and always will be that every Christian should endeavour to consult some learned 
person, if he can; and the greater his learning the better. Those who take the oath of 
prayer have great need of learning; and the more spiritual they are, the greater the 
need. 
 
Let us not deceive ourselves by saying that learned men who do not practise prayer 
cannot be suitable directors for those who do. I have consulted many such, and for some 
years now have sought them out most eagerly because of my increased need of them. I 
have always got on well with them; for even though some of them have no experience, 
they are not enemies of the spirit or ignorant of its nature, for they are familiar with the 
Holy Scripture, where the truth about it can always be found. I firmly believe that a 
person who practises prayer and consults learned men will never be carried away by any 
delusions of the devil, unless he be willingly deceived. I believe that the powers of evil 
are very much afraid of learned men who are humble and virtuous. They know that such 
people will find them out and defeat them.     p 95 
 
To return . . . to what I said about meditating on Christ at the pillar - it is good to 
reflect for a while and think of the pains He suffered, and of why he suffered them, 
and of who it was that suffered them, and of the love with which He suffered them. 
Yet we should not always weary ourselves by pursuing such thoughts, but rather stay 
there beside Him, with all our thoughts stilled. We should occupy ourselves, if we 
can, by gazing at Him who is gazing at us, and should keep Him company, and talk 
with Him, and pray to Him, and humble ourselves and delight in Him, and remind 
ourselves that we do not deserve to be there. Anyone who can do this, though he may 
be at the very beginning of prayer, will make great progress; and this form of prayer is 
very beneficial - at least my soul has found it so.     pp 96-97 
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Chapter 14 
 
On arriving at this state, the soul begins to lose the desire for earthly things – and no 
wonder! It clearly sees that not even one moment of this joy is to be obtained here on 
earth, and that there are no riches, estates, honours, or delights that can give it such 
satisfaction even for the twinkling of an eye. For this is the true joy, the content that 
can be seen to satisfy. Those of us who are on earth, it seems to me, rarely understand 
where this satisfaction lies. It is always up and down. First we have it, then it leaves 
us, and we find that it is all gone and that we cannot get it back, since we have no idea 
how to do so. Even if we wear ourselves to shreds with penance  and prayer and other 
austerities, it is of little use unless the Lord is pleased to grant us that joy again. God, 
in his greatness, will have the soul realize that He is so near to it that it need not send 
messengers, but may speak to Him itself. Nor need it cry aloud, since He is now so 
close that it has only to move its lips and He will understand.  p 99 
 
When the Lord begins to grant these favours the soul itself does not understand them 
or know what it ought to do. If God leads it, as He led me, along the path of fear and 
there is no one to understand it, it is a grievous trial. But it will be very glad to read an 
account of itself and to see that it is travelling on the right road. It will be a great 
advantage for it to know what it should do in order to make progress in any one of 
these states. I have suffered greatly and have lost much time through not knowing 
what to do, and so feel great pity for those souls who find themselves alone when they 
reach this state. Even though I had read many spiritual books in which these matters 
are discussed, they are not very explicit. If the soul has not a great deal of experience, 
it will have as much as it can do to understand its state, however much they say. 
          p 100 
 
It seems to me to be a very great advantage to be in the state of prayer when I am 
writing. Then I realise that it is not I that speak, nor is it I that am putting the words 
together with my own understanding. Afterwards I do not know how I have managed 
to speak at all. This has happened to me many times.   p 101 
 
Chapter 15 
 
This quiet and recollection of the soul manifests itself largely in the peace and 
satisfaction, the very joy and repose of the faculties, and the most sweet delights that 
it brings with it. As the soul has never gone beyond this stage, it thinks that there is 
nothing left to desire, and would, like St Peter, gladly make its home here. (endnote: 
A reference to Matthew xvii, 4) It dares not move or stir, for fear that this blessing 
may slip through its fingers; sometimes it is afraid even to breathe. The poor creature 
is not aware that, just as it could do nothing to acquire this blessing, so it is still less 
able to hold it any longer than the Lord wishes . . . 
 
May it please His Majesty to give a clear account of this, since there are many souls 
that come to this stage, and few that pass beyond it.    p 104 
 
It is most important that the soul which reaches here shall realise the great dignity it 
has attained, and the great favours that the Lord has done it. It must see that it should 
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not rightfully belong to the earth, since He of His goodness seems about to make it a 
citizen of heaven, if its faults do not prevent it. Alas for it if it turns back! I think it 
will go downhill, as I was going if the Lord’s mercy had not brought me back. This 
check must as a rule, I think, be due to grave faults. It would be impossible to give up 
so great a blessing except out of blindness caused by much evil.  pp 104-105 
 
All that the soul has to do at these times of quiet is merely to be calm and make no 
noise. By noise I mean working with the intellect to find great numbers of words and 
reflections with which to thank God for this blessing, and piling up its sins and faults 
to prove to itself that it does not deserve it. Then the commotion starts, the intellect 
works and the memory seethes. Indeed these faculties sometimes tire me out, for 
though I have very little memory I cannot keep it under control. The will must quietly 
and wisely understand that we cannot deal violently with God; and that our efforts are 
like great logs of wood indiscriminately piled on, which will only put out the spark. It 
must admit this and humbly ask: ‘Lord, what can I do now? What has the slave to do 
with her Master, or earth with heaven?’ Or let it speak any words of love that suggest 
themselves, in the firm and sure knowledge that what it says is the truth. But let it pay 
no attention to the intellect, which is merely being tiresome.  p 106 
 
In this life of ours the soul’s growth is not like the body’s, although we speak as if it is 
and it really does grow. A child that has grown up and whose body has formed does 
not shrink and become small again. But this may, by the Lord’s will, happen to the 
soul, as I know by my own experience, which is my only means of knowledge. This 
must be in order to humble us for our own greater good, and to prevent our being 
careless during this exile of ours. For the higher we climb the more cause we have to 
be afraid, and the less reason we have to trust in ourselves.   p 109 
 
Chapter 16 
 
Even preachers have the habit of so framing their sermons as to displease nobody. 
Their intentions are good and their activities splendid, but they do not persuade very 
many to amend their lives. Why is it that there are so few who are led by sermons to 
abstain from public sin? Do you know what I think? It is because preachers have too 
much worldly wisdom. They do not fling all restraint aside and burn with the great 
fire of God, as the Apostles did; and so their flames do not throw out much heat. I do 
not say that their fire could be as great as the Apostles’, but I wish they had more than 
I see they have. . . . 
 
He who is truly bold in God’s service bears loss and gain alike with equanimity. I do 
not say that I am one of these, but I should like to be.   p 115 
 
Chapter 17 
 
Sufficient has been said about this kind of prayer, and of what the soul has to do, or 
rather of what God does within it. He now takes on the gardener’s work, and desires it 
to rest. The will has only to consent to the graces that it enjoys, and to submit to all 
that true Wisdom wishes to do to it. For this, some courage is certainly necessary, 
since the joy is so great that the soul seems on the very point of completely leaving 
the body. What a blessed death that would be! . . . . 
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In a state of prayer as sublime as this, the soul realises that the Lord is doing His work 
without any labouring of the intellect, which is merely amazed, as it seems to me, at 
seeing God play the part of the good gardener. For when God brings a soul to this 
state He can do all this and much more, and this is the effect of His action. He will not 
let it do any work itself, except to delight in the fragrance that the flowers are 
beginning to give off.        p 117 
 
The virtues, then, are now stronger than they were during the preceding prayer of 
quiet. The soul sees that it has changed, and is unconsciously beginning to do great 
things with the fragrance given off by the flowers. It is now the Lord’s will that they 
shall open, so that the soul may see that it possesses virtues, even though it also 
knows very well that it cannot and never could acquire them in many years, whereas 
the celestial Gardener has given them to it in a flash. . . .    
 
Although it may appear to be the same, this differs from the prayer of quiet, of which 
I have spoken. In that first state the soul does not wish to move or stir but delights in 
the blessed repose of a Mary, whereas in the second state it can be like Martha also. 
Thus it is, as it were, leading the active and contemplative life at once, and can apply 
itself to works of charity, to its professional business and to reading as well. Yet in 
this state we are not wholly masters of ourselves, but are well aware that the better 
part of the soul is elsewhere. It is as if we were speaking to one person, while 
someone else were speaking to us, so that we cannot properly attend to either. 
          p 118 
Chapter 18 
 
Here there is no sense of anything but enjoyment, without any knowledge of what is 
being enjoyed. The soul realizes that it is enjoying some good thing that contains all 
good things together, but it cannot comprehend this good thing. All the senses are 
taken up with this joy so that none of them is free to act in any way, either outwardly 
or inwardly. Previously, as I have said, the senses were permitted to give some 
indication of the great joy they feel. But now the soul enjoys incomparably more, and 
yet has still less power to show it. For there is no power left in the body – and the soul 
possesses none – by which this joy can be communicated. At such a time anything of 
the sort would be a great embarrassment, a torment and a disturbance of its repose. . . . 
 
How what is called union takes place and what it is, I cannot tell. It is explained in 
mystical theology, but I cannot use the proper terms; I cannot understand what mind 
is, or how it differs from soul or spirit. They all seem one to me, though the soul 
sometimes leaps out of itself like a burning fire that has become one whole flame and 
increases with great force. The flame leaps very high above the fire. Nevertheless it is 
not a different thing, but the same flame which is in the fire. You, sirs, with your 
learning will understand this. I cannot be more explicit.   pp 122-123 
 
Often immediately after I have received these favours, or as God begins to bestow 
them on me – for when one is in this state, as I have said, one has no power to do 
anything – I said words like these: 
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“Lord, see what You are doing, and do not forget so soon the gravity of my sins. But 
since you forgive me, You must have forgotten them already. Yet so that there may be 
some limits to Your mercies, I pray You to remember them. O my Creator, do not 
pour so precious a liquid into so broken a vessel. For You have seen already how 
often I spill it. Do not lay up treasures like these where the longing for this life’s 
consolations is not so dead as it should be, or they will be utterly wasted. How can 
you entrust this walled city and the keys of its citadel to a defender so cowardly that 
he will let the enemy in at the first assault? Do not let Your love be so great, O eternal 
King, as to risk such precious jewels. Men seem to have an excuse for undervaluing 
them, O Lord, when You put them in the hands of one so wretched, so vile, so weak 
and miserable, and worthless as I.      p 123 
 
The heavenly rain very often comes down when the gardener least expects it. Yet it is 
true that at the beginning it almost always comes after long mental prayer. Then, as 
one stage succeeds another, the Lord takes up this small bird and puts it into the nest 
where it may be quiet. He has watched it fluttering for a long time, trying with its 
understanding and its will and all its strength to find God and to please Him; and now 
He is pleased to give it its reward in this life. And what a reward! One moment of it is 
enough to repay all the trials it can ever have endured. 
 
While seeking God in this way, the soul is conscious that it is fainting almost 
completely away in a kind of swoon, with a very great calm and joy. Its breath and all 
its bodily powers progressively fail it, so that it can hardly stir its hands without great 
effort. Its eyes close involuntarily, and if they remain open, they see almost nothing. If 
a person reads in this state he can scarcely make out a single letter; it is as much as he 
can do to recognize one. He sees that there are letters, but as the understanding offers 
no help, he cannot read them, even if he wants to. He hears but does not understand 
what he hears. In the same way, his senses serve no purpose except to prevent the soul 
from taking its pleasure; and so they tend to do him harm. It is the same with the 
tongue, for he cannot form a word, nor would he have the strength to pronounce one. 
The whole physical strength vanishes and the strength of the soul increases for the 
better enjoyment of its bliss. The outward joy that is now felt is great and most 
perceptible. 
 
However long this prayer lasts, it does no harm. At least it has never done me any; 
however ill I might have been when the Lord granted me this grace, I never remember 
an occasion when I experienced any bad effects from it. On the contrary I was left 
feeling much better. But what harm can so great a blessing possibly do? The outward 
results are so evident that there can be no doubt some great thing has taken place. 
Nothing else could have robbed us of our bodily strength, yet have given us so much 
joy that it is returned to us increased.      pp 125-126 
 
However long the soul may enjoy this suspension of the faculties, the actual time is, in 
my opinion, very short. Half an hour would be a very long period of rapture, longer, I 
think, than any I have ever experienced. Actually, it is very difficult to judge the time, 
since the senses are in abeyance. But I do not think that it can ever be long before one of 
them recovers. It is the will that maintains the contact. But the other two faculties soon 
begin to trouble it once more. But, as the will is calm, they become suspended again, 
and they are quiet for a little longer. But eventually they spring into life again. 
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In this way some hours may be – and are – spent in prayer. For once the two faculties 
have begun to grow drunk on the taste of this wine, they are very ready to give 
themselves up again in order to enjoy some more. Then they keep company with the 
will, and the three rejoice together. But this state of complete absorption, without any 
working of the imagination – for I believe that it too is in complete abeyance – is, as I 
say, of brief duration, though the faculties do not recover so completely as not to be for 
some hours in a sort of disorder, God every now and then drawing them once more to 
Himself.         p 126 
 
I was wondering when I decided to write this – after taking Communion and 
experiencing that state of prayer of which I am now writing – how the soul is occupied 
at that time. Then the Lord said to me: “It dissolves utterly, my daughter, to rest more 
and more in Me. It is no longer itself that lives; it is I. As it cannot comprehend what it 
understands, it understands by not understanding.”    p 127 
 
Chapter 19 
 
After this prayer of union, the soul is left with a very great tenderness, so much so that it 
would gladly dissolve, not in grief but in tears of joy. Quite unaware, it finds itself 
bathed in them, and does not know how or when it wept. But it has great delight in 
seeing the force of the fire assuaged by water, which yet makes it burn the more. This 
may sound utter nonsense, but all the same it happens.    p. 128 
 
Now that it clearly understands that the fruit are not its own, it can begin to share them 
with others, without lacking any itself. It begins to show signs that it is a soul which 
guards heavenly treasures, and that it desires to distribute them freely. It prays to God 
that it may not be rich alone, and begins to benefit its neighbours, almost unconsciously 
and without any deliberate purpose. They understand how things are, because the 
flowers now smell so sweet that they are eager to come near them. They realize that the 
soul has virtue in it and, seeing how delicious the fruit are, long to share in the feast. . . . 
 
I write this for the comfort of weak souls like myself, that they may never despair or 
lose their trust in God’s greatness. Even if they fall after the Lord has raised them as 
high as this, they must not faint unless they wish to be utterly lost. For tears gain 
everything, as one kind of water attracts another.     p 129 
 
Let no one, I repeat, who has started to pray be discouraged and say: “If I fall back into 
sin, it will be better for me not to go on practising prayer.” I believe it will be worse for 
such a person to give up prayer and continue in his evil ways. But, if he persists in 
prayer, he may be sure that it will bring him to the haven of light.  pp 129-130 
 
Let men remember His words and consider what He has done for me, who grew tired 
of offending before He grew tired of forgiving. He never tires of giving, nor can His 
mercies ever be exhausted. Let us, then, not grow weary of receiving them.   p 135 
 
The deceiver knows that any soul who resolutely persists in prayer is lost to him, and 
that, thanks to the goodness of God, every time he brings it down he helps it to leap 
up again even higher in His service. This is a matter of some concern to Satan.   p 130 
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As I considered how You could with justice allow so many who, as I have said, are 
Your most faithful servants to remain without those gifts and mercies that you 
conferred on me, being such as I am, You answered me O Lord: “Do not pry into this, 
but serve Me.” 
 
These were the first words that I ever heard You say to me, and I was very frightened. 
But as I shall later speak of this way of hearing, together with other matters, I shall 
say no more about it here.       p 132 
 
Though a soul may come so far as to receive great graces from God in prayer, it must 
not trust in itself, because it may fall; nor must it expose itself to any sort of occasions 
for sin. This should be well pondered, for it is most important: even though a favour 
may certainly come from God, the devil can subsequently delude us by using all his 
ability to make treacherous use of that very favour, against such persons that have not 
grown strong in the virtues, and are not mortified or detached. Such people have not 
the strength to confront occasions for sin and other such dangers, however great their 
desires and resolutions. . . . 
 
Even if a soul is in the state I have just described, it must not trust itself to go so far as 
to go out to battle, because it will have enough to do to defend itself. What it needs is 
armour to protect it from the devils; it has not yet strength enough to engage them and 
trample them underfoot, as those who are in the state that I shall describe next can do.   
 
. . . . If God raises a soul to this state, I firmly believe that He will never cease to 
favour it nor let it perish, unless it utterly forsakes Him. But if, as I have said, it has 
fallen, let it be very careful – let it be very careful, for the love of God – that the devil 
does not trick it into giving up prayer      p 134 
 
Let men remember His words and what He has done for me, who grew tired of 
offending before He grew tired of forgiving. He never tires of giving, nor can His 
mercies ever be exhausted. Let us, then, not grow weary of receiving them. May He 
be blessed for ever, Amen, and may all things praise Him.   p 135 
 
Chapter 20 
 
Union seems to be the same at the beginning, the middle, and the end, and is 
altogether inward. But the ends of rapture are of a much higher nature, and their 
effects are both inward and outward. . . .  
 
In these raptures, the soul no longer seems to animate the body; its natural heat 
therefore is felt to diminish and it gradually gets cold, though with a feeling of very 
great joy and sweetness. Here there is no possibility of resisting, as there is in union, 
in which we are on our own ground. Against union, resistance is almost always 
possible though it costs pain and effort. But rapture is, as a rule, irresistible. Before 
you can be warned by a thought or help yourself in any way, it comes as a quick and 
violent shock; you see and feel this cloud, or this powerful eagle rising and bearing 
you up on its wings. 
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You realize, I repeat, and indeed see that you are being carried away you know not 
where. For although this is delightful, the weakness of our nature makes us afraid at 
first, and we need a much more determined and courageous spirit than for the 
previous stages of prayer. Come what may, we must risk everything and leave 
ourselves in God’s hands. We have to go willingly wherever we are carried, for in 
fact, we are being borne off whether we like it or not. In this emergency very often I 
should like to resist, and I exert all my strength to do so, especially at such times as I 
am in a public place, and very often when I am in private also, because I am afraid of 
delusions. Sometimes with a great struggle I have been able to do something against 
it. But it has been like fighting a great giant, and has left me utterly exhausted. At 
other times resistance has been impossible; my soul has been carried away, and 
usually my head as well, without my being able to prevent it; and sometimes it has 
affected my whole body, which has been lifted from the ground. 
 
This has only happened rarely. Once, however, it took place when we were all 
together in the choir, and I was on my knees, about to take Communion. This 
distressed me very much, for it seemed a most extraordinary thing and likely to arouse 
considerable talk. So I ordered the nuns - for it happened after I was made prioress - 
not to speak of it. On other occasions, when I felt that the Lord was about to enrapture 
me again, and once in particular during a sermon - it was our patron’s feast and some 
great ladies were present - I lay on the ground and the sisters came to hold me down, 
but all the same the rapture was observed. Then I earnestly beseeched the Lord to 
grant me no more favours if they must have outward and visible signs. p 137 
 
The effects of rapture are great. One is that the mighty power of the Lord is made 
manifest. We see that against His Majesty’s will we can do nothing to control either 
the soul or the body. We are not the masters; whether we like it or not, we see that 
there is One mightier than we, that these favours are given by Him, and that, of 
ourselves we can do absolutely nothing. This imprints a deep humility upon us. I 
confess that in me it aroused a great fear, at first a very great fear. One sees one’s 
body being lifted from the ground; and though the spirit draws it up after itself, and 
does so most gently if it does not resist, one does not lose consciousness. At least I 
myself was sufficiently aware to realize that I was being lifted. The majesty of One 
who can do this is so manifest that one’s hair stands on end, and a great fear comes 
over one of offending so great a God. But this fear is stifled by very great love, newly 
enkindled, for one who has, as we see, so great a love for so vile a worm, that He does 
not seem satisfied with actually raising the soul to Himself, but will have the body 
also, mortal though it is, and though its clay is befouled by all the sins we have 
committed.           p 138 
 
These events are much more recent than the visions and revelations of which I am 
now going to write, and belong to the time when I was practicing prayer and the Lord 
was giving me such great joys and favours. Although I still have these occasionally, 
this distress that I am going to describe is now a far more frequent and ordinary 
experience with me. Its intensity varies, but I will speak of it at its most severe. Later I 
shall describe the great shocks I used to suffer when the Lord chose to throw me into 
these transports, but they have, in my opinion, no more connection with this distress 
of mine than has any completely physical experience with one that is entirely 
spiritual. I do not think that I am greatly exaggerating. For though the distress caused 



www.thehealingproject.net.au 
Lit. Reviews/The Wisdom Traditions/Christianity 

27 

by these shocks is felt by the soul, it is also felt by the body. Both seem to share in it. 
It does not cause the extreme abandonment, however, that comes with this purely 
spiritual distress.        pp 138-139 
 
The soul seems to me to be in this state when no comfort comes to it from heaven and 
it is not there itself, and when it desires none from the earth and is not there either. 
Then it is as if crucified between heaven and earth, suffering and receiving no help 
from either. . . . 
 
One seems to be on the point of death; only the agony carries with it so great a joy 
that I do not know of any proper comparison. It is a harsh yet sweet martyrdom. . . . 
 
How I wish that someone could really explain this to you, my Father, if only so that 
you could tell me what it means. For this is the habitual state of my soul, nowadays. 
Whenever I am not busy with something, it is plunged into these death-like yearnings; 
and I am afraid when I feel them coming on, because I know that I shall not die. But 
once I am in them, I long to suffer like this for the rest of my life, although the pain is 
so extreme as to be nearly unbearable. Sometimes my pulse almost ceases to beat at 
all, as I have been told by the sisters who sometimes see me in this state, and so 
understand better now. My bones are all disjointed and my hands are so rigid that 
sometimes I cannot clasp them together. Even next day I feel a pain in my wrists and 
over my whole body, as if my bones were still out of joint.   p 140 
 
I ask your Reverence what rest I can have in this life, now the relief that I once had in 
prayer and in solitude, in which the Lord used to comfort me, has turned to an 
habitual torment. Yet at the same time this pain is so sweet, and the soul is so 
conscious of its value, that it now desires this suffering more than all the gifts that it 
used to receive. It believes this to be a safer state, too, because it is the way of the 
cross; and, in my opinion, it contains a joy of exceeding worth, because the body has 
no part in it but agony, whereas the soul, even while suffering, rejoices alone in the 
bliss and contentment that this suffering brings.     p. 141 
 
In the beginning I was afraid, as is almost always the case with me when the Lord 
grants me a new grace, until His Majesty reassures me as I proceed. He told me to 
have no fear, and to value this favour above all those that he had given me before, for 
the soul was purified by this pain. It was burnished or refined, like gold in the 
crucible, the better to take the enamel of His gifts, and the dross was being burnt away 
here rather than in purgatory. I had perfectly understood that this was a great favour, 
but I was much more certain of it now; and my confessor tells me that all is well. . . . 
 
Now let us return to raptures, and to their most usual characteristics. Very often they 
seem to leave my body as if it had lost all its weight, and sometimes so light that I 
hardly knew whether my feet were touching the ground. But during the rapture itself 
the body is very often like a corpse, unable to do anything of itself. It remains all the 
time in whatever attitude it was in when the rapture came on it; seated, for example, 
and with the hands open or closed. The subject rarely loses consciousness; I have 
occasionally lost it entirely, but not very often and only for a short time. Generally the 
senses are disturbed; and though absolutely powerless to perform any outward action 
the subject still sees and hears things, though only dimly, as if from far away. I do not 
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say that I can see and hear when the rapture is at its height; and by “its height” I mean 
those times when the faculties are lost, because closely united with God. Then, in my 
opinion, it neither sees nor hears nor feels. But, as I said in describing the previous 
prayer of union, this complete transformation of the soul in God is of short duration. 
While it lasts, however, none of the senses perceives or knows what is taking place. . .  
          pp 141-142 
 
A person can do very little in this condition, and so will not be capable of doing much 
when the faculties come to themselves again. But let him to whom the Lord grants 
this favour not be discouraged when he finds himself in this state, with his body 
unable to move for many hours, and with his understanding and memory wandering at 
times. True, generally they are absorbed in the praise of God, or in an attempt to 
comprehend or understand what has happened to them. Yet even for this they are not 
sufficiently awake, but are like people who have slept and dreamed for a long time, 
and have not yet properly woken up.       p 143 
 
I know by experience that the soul in rapture is mistress of everything, and gains such 
freedom in one hour or even less that it cannot recognize itself. It perfectly well sees 
that this is not its own achievement, and does not know how it has come to possess 
such a blessing. But it clearly realizes the very great benefit that each of these raptures 
brings. No one will believe this who has not experienced it; and so people do not 
believe the poor soul that lately they saw so wicked, when they suddenly see it aspire 
to such heroic heights. For now it is not content to serve the Lord in small things, but 
wishes to do so in the greatest way it can. This they consider a temptation and a folly. 
If they knew that this ambition arises not from the soul but from the Lord, to whom it 
has surrendered the keys of its will, they would not be so astounded. p 144 
 
What power the soul has when the Lord raises it to a height from which it looks down 
on everything and is not enmeshed in it! How ashamed it is of the time when it was so 
enmeshed! It is indeed amazed at its own blindness, and feels pity for those who are 
still blind, especially if they are men of prayer to whom God is granting consolations. 
It longs to cry aloud and call their attention to their delusions; and sometimes it 
actually does so, only to bring down a storm of persecutions on its head. Particularly 
if the person in question is a woman, it is accused of lacking humility, and wishing to 
teach those from whom it should learn. So they condemn it, and not without reason, 
for they know nothing of the force that impels it. At times it cannot help itself, or 
refrain from enlightening those whom it loves and wishes to see freed from the prison 
of this life. For the state in which it has once been living is neither more nor less than 
a prison, and this it realizes. . . .       p 145 
 
All men would be friendly, one to another, if the world were to lose interest in honour 
and money. I really believe that this would be a remedy for everything . . . . 
 
When it looks on this divine Sun, it is dazzled by the brightness; when it looks on 
itself, dust clouds its eyes and the little dove is blind. So it happens very often that the 
soul is utterly blinded, absorbed, amazed, and dazzled by the wonders that it sees. 
Thus it acquires true humility that will never allow it to say any good of itself, or to 
permit others to do so. . . .  It knows that it possesses nothing here and that it cannot 
ignore this knowledge which it has acquired by direct vision, even if it wishes to. 
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Therefore it shuts its eyes to the things of this world, and opens them to take in the 
truth.          p 146 
 
Chapter 21 
 
You know very well that, provided I were left in such as state as never to offend You, 
I would gladly divest myself of all the favours that You have given me, and transfer 
them to the kings of this world. For I know that if I did they could not possibly allow 
the things that they allow today; nor could they fail to possess the greatest blessings. 
 
O my God, let kings understand how great their obligations are. You have been 
pleased to distinguish them here on earth in such a way that, as I have heard, signs 
appear in the heavens when You take one of them from the earth. It stirs my devotion 
indeed, O my King, to consider that it is Your will to teach them in this way how they 
must imitate You in their lives, since these signs that appear at their deaths are the 
same as those that appeared at Yours.     p 148 
 
Now that I climbed that watch-tower from which all truth can be seen, I shall be 
capable of all things so long as You do not depart from me.   p 149 
 
As love and humility grow in the soul, so these flowers of virtue give off a greater 
scent for the benefit of the soul itself and of others. Indeed the Lord can so work on a 
soul in one of these raptures that there remains little for it to do in order to achieve 
perfection. Except from experience, no one will ever believe how much the Lord 
gives to the soul in that moment; no effort of ours, in my opinion, will achieve it. I do 
not mean to say that, with the Lord’s help, persons who over many years work 
according to the directions given by writers on prayer, and make use of their 
principles and methods, will not reach perfection and great detachment. But it will 
cost them great labour, and much more time. In rapture, however, without any effort 
of ours, the Lord deliberately raises the soul from the earth and gives it dominion over 
all earthly things, even though there may be no more merits in such a soul than there 
were in mine – and I cannot speak more strongly than that, for I had hardly any. 
          p 150 
 
So this soul continues to lead a troubled life, and always has its crosses, but it is a life 
of continuous growth. Those with whom it has most to do keep on thinking that it has 
reached the summit, but soon they see it raised even higher, for God is always 
granting it new favours. God is the soul of that soul; and as He has it in His keeping, 
so He gives it light. He seems to be watching over it, always taking care that it shall 
not offend Him, assisting it and rousing it to serve Him. When my soul reached this 
state in which God granted it great mercy, my troubles ceased; His Majesty gave me 
strength to escape from them. Meeting with occasions for sin, and even the company 
of those people who had formerly distracted me now did me no more harm than if 
they had never been. Indeed, what had once harmed me now helped me. Everything 
was a means of increasing my knowledge of God and my love for Him. Everything 
made me realize how much I owed Him, and grieve for what I had been. 
 
I perfectly understood that none of this was due to myself, and that I had not won it by 
my own efforts. . . . 
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From the time that the Lord began to grant me the favour of these raptures until now, 
this strength has continued to grow in me, and He, in His kindness, has held me with 
His hand to prevent my turning back. This being the case, I do not imagine that I am 
doing anything of myself, but entirely understand that this is the Lord’s work. I think, 
therefore, that any soul to which the Lord is granting these favours and who walks in 
humility and fear, always realizing that all this is the Lord’s own doing and that we 
play next to no part in it, may mix with any sort of people. However disturbing and 
vicious its company may be, it will not be affected or moved in any way. On the 
contrary, as I have said, distractions will be a help and a source from which the soul 
may derive great profit. It is the strong that are chosen by the Lord to benefit others, 
even though their strength does not come from themselves, and when the Lord brings 
a soul to this state, little by little He communicates very great secrets to it.     p 151 
 
In ecstasy come true revelations, great favours, and visions, all of which help to 
humble and strengthen the soul, to make it despise the things of this life and more 
clearly realize the greatness of the reward that the Lord reserves for those who serve 
Him. May it please His Majesty that the immense bounty which He has heaped on this 
miserable sinner may help to strengthen and embolden those who read this, so that 
they may give up absolutely everything for God’s sake. If His Majesty so amply 
rewards us even in this life that we can clearly see the prize which is gained by those 
who serve Him, how immense will it be in the life to come?   pp 151-152 
 
Chapter 22 
 
In some books on the subject of prayer, it is said that although the soul cannot reach 
this state of itself, since the work that the Lord performs in it is entirely supernatural, 
yet it can help itself by lifting the spirit above all created things and raising it with 
humility, once it has spent some years in the purgative life and made some progress in 
the illuminative. I do not quite know what they mean by ‘the illuminative’, but I 
understand it to be the life of those making progress.    p 153 
 
These writers think that as this is an entirely spiritual work anything bodily may 
prevent or impede it, and that contemplatives ought to think of themselves as 
circumscribed, but of God of being everywhere. Their endeavour must then to be 
engulfed in Him. This seems to me right enough for some occasions, but I cannot bear 
the idea that we should withdraw ourselves completely from Christ, and put His 
divine body on a level with our miseries and all created things. May His Majesty grant 
me the ability to explain myself! 
 
I do not oppose this view, for they are spiritual men and learned, and know what they 
are saying. Besides God leads souls along many roads and paths as He has led mine. It 
is of mine that I wish to speak here – I will not meddle with the souls of others – and 
of the danger that I found myself in through trying to conform with what I read. I can 
well believe that those who have reached union and gone no further – I mean those 
that have raptures and visions and other favours that God grants to the soul – still 
suppose this view to be the best, as I once did myself. But if I had adhered to it, I do 
not think that I should ever have reached my present state, for I believe it to be 
mistaken.         pp 153-154  
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There may be times when our temperament or some indisposition finds the Passion a 
subject too painful to be dwelt on. But what can hinder us from being with Him after 
His Resurrection, since we have Him so near to us in the Sacrament, in which He is 
already glorified? Here we shall not see Him wearied and broken and pouring with 
blood, as He lies exhausted by the roadside, persecuted by those to whom He was 
doing good and not even believed in by the Apostles. Certainly one can not always 
bear to think of the great trials He suffered. But here He is free from pain, full of 
glory, strengthening some and bringing courage to others before He ascends into 
heaven. In the most holy Sacrament, He is our companion, and it would seem 
impossible for Him to withdraw from us even for a moment.  p 155 
 
If we are to please God and He is to grant us great favours, it is His will that this 
should be His most sacred humanity, in whom His Majesty said He is well pleased 
(Matt. iii, 17) I have learnt this indeed by repeated experiences; the Lord has told it to 
me. I have clearly seen that it is by this door we must enter, if we wish His sovereign 
Majesty to reveal great secrets to us. . . . 
 
Since realizing this, I have looked carefully into the lives of several saints who were 
great contemplatives, and they travelled by no other road. St Francis proves this by his 
stigmata, as does St Anthony of Padua with the Infant Jesus. St Bernard too rejoiced 
in the Humanity, and so did St Catherine of Siena and many others of whom your 
Reverence will know better than I. 
 
Withdrawal from bodily objects must no doubt be good, since it is recommended by 
such spiritual persons. But, in my opinion, it is right only when the soul is very far 
advanced. Until then it must, of course, seek the Creator through His creatures. All 
this depends on the grace that the Lord gives to each soul; a subject into which I will 
not enter. But what I should like to make clear is that Christ’s Humanity must not be 
reckoned among these bodily objects. This must be clearly understood, and I wish I 
knew how to explain it.       p 156 
 
To come now to the second point, we are not angels but have bodies, and it is 
madness for us to want to become angels while we are still on earth, and as much on 
earth as I was.         p 157 
 
It greatly pleases God to see a soul humbly take His Son as mediator, and yet love 
Him so much that even when His Majesty is pleased to raise it, as I have said, to the 
highest contemplation, it realizes its unworthiness and says with St Peter: ‘Depart 
from me, for I am a sinful man, O Lord’.     pp 157-158 
 
It [the soul] must find its consolation in trials, undergone for the sake of Him who 
lived a life of trials; and these it must endure, remaining calm in times of dryness, 
though it may grieve at having to suffer them. But they should not cause us the 
disquietude and distress that are felt by some who, if they are not always working 
with their intellect and stimulating feelings of devotion, think that all is lost, as if their 
efforts merited some great blessing. I do not mean that such things should not be 
sought for, or that we should not be careful how we approach God, but merely, as I 
have said elsewhere, that we should not worry ourselves to death even if we cannot 
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think a single good thought. We are unprofitable servants. So what do we suppose we 
can do?         p 158 
 
Let us continually pray Him to grant us favours, and resign our spirit while trusting in 
His greatness. . . .  
 
How well God can reveal Himself, when He chooses without these petty efforts of 
ours! . . .  
 
If once the Lord grants us the favour of imprinting this love on our hearts, everything 
will be easy for us, and we shall do great things in a very short time and with very 
little labour.         p 159 
 
There is a difference between the degree of fortitude that God gives us in the early 
stages, when a rapture is over in the twinkling of an eye, and is almost imperceptible 
except through the effects that it leaves behind, and what we receive later on when our 
raptures are of longer duration. I often think that this must be because the soul does 
not completely prepare itself at once. The Lord gradually trains it, giving it resolution 
and manly strength to trample all earthly things underfoot. This He did in the shortest 
time for Mary Magdalene, and He has done the same for other persons, according to 
the measure in which they have allowed Him freedom to act yet cannot bring 
ourselves to believe that even in this life God will reward us a hundredfold. . . .   
 
The conversation of godly people does not bring us as much profit in one day as in 
many; and if we are long enough in their company, we may so benefit, with God’s 
help as to become like them. Everything, in fact, depends on His Majesty’s pleasure, 
and on whom He chooses to confirm this favour. But it is important that anyone who 
is beginning to receive it should make up his mind to detach himself from everything 
and esteem it as he should.       p. 160  
 
There are some whom God leads immediately by a very exalted road, and they think 
that others can make progress in the same way, by quietening the mind and making no 
use of bodily aids, but this will make them as dry as sticks. There are others, too, who 
when they have attained a little quiet, at once think that as they have got this they can 
get all the rest. But in this way, instead of gaining they will, as I have said, lose. So, 
experience and discretion are necessary in all things. May the Lord, in His goodness, 
give them to us.        p 161 
 
Chapter 23 
 
From now onwards this is a new book – I mean another and new life. Up to now the 
life I described was my own. But the life I have been living since I began to expound 
these methods of prayer is one which God has been living in me – or so it seemed to 
me. For I cannot think it possible that I can have myself escaped in so short a time 
from such wicked habits and deeds. The Lord be praised who rescued me from 
myself!         p 162 
 
I was quite certain that my experiences were supernatural, since I was sometimes 
unable to resist them and could not have them whenever I wanted them. I thought to 
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myself that all I could do was to keep my conscience clear and avoid all occasion for 
even venial sin. For if the spirit of God was at work, the gain was clear; whereas if it 
was the devil, so long as I tried to please God and not to offend Him, he could do me 
little harm and he would be the loser.      p 163 
 
Wherever I looked, there were trials all around me. I was like someone who has fallen 
into a river, and fears that whichever way he swims he will only get into greater 
danger, yet who is almost drowning. This is a very great trial, and I have been through 
many such, as I shall tell later. For though it seems unimportant, it may possibly be of 
some use for me to explain how the spirit is to be tried.   p 167 
 
Chapter 24 
 
The more I tried to turn my mind to other things, the more the Lord enveloped me in 
that sweetness and glory, until I felt entirely surrounded by it. I could not flee from it 
in any direction, and so things went on. All this so concerned me that I was quite 
distressed. But the Lord was much more concerned on my behalf in those two 
months; He granted me favours and revealed Himself to me to a far greater degree 
than He had done before, in order to show me that resistance was no longer within my 
power. I began to feel a new love for the most sacred Humanity; my prayers began to 
settle, like a house that now had some foundations; and I began to be more addicted to 
penances, which I had neglected because of my severe illnesses.   
 
That holy man who heard my confessions told me that there were certain things that 
could not hurt me, and that perhaps God was giving me my ill-health because I did 
not perform penances. His Majesty, he suggested, might possibly have decided to 
inflict some penances on me Himself. He ordered me, therefore, to practise certain 
mortifications, which I did not find very pleasant. But I performed them all because 
they seemed to be commanded by the Lord; and I thanked Him for giving them to me 
in such a way as to make me obey Him.     pp 170-171 
 
During this time Father Francis, who was once Duke of Gandia [St Francis Borgia, 
then Commissary of the Society of Jesus in Spain], came here. He had given 
everything up some years before and entered the Company of Jesus. My confessor 
and the gentleman I have spoken of arranged for him to visit me, so that I might talk 
to him and give him an account of my experiences; for they knew that he was very 
advanced in prayer and that he received great graces and favours from God, as 
rewards, even in this life, for all that he had given up for Him. When he had heard my 
story, he told me that my experiences came from the spirit of God and that I should be 
wrong to struggle any longer against them. Up to now, he said, I had been right in 
resisting. But henceforth I must always begin my prayer with a meditation of some 
incident in the Passion; and then if the Lord should transport my spirit I should not 
struggle against Him, but should allow His majesty to take it, since the rapture was 
not of my seeking. He gave me this medicine and advice as one who had made great 
progress himself; and experience counts for a great deal in such matters. He insisted 
that it would be a mistake for me to go on resisting. I was greatly comforted by this, 
and so was that gentleman, who was delighted that Father Francis had found my 
experiences to be the work of God, and who continued to help and advise me to the 
best of his ability, which was very great.     p 171 
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The Father [Father Baltasar Alvarez, who was Santa Teresa’s confessor from 1559 to 
1564] began to lead me towards greater perfection. He told me to leave nothing 
undone that might make me entirely pleasing to God; and he treated me with great 
skill, though gently at the same time. For my soul was not at all strong, but very 
sensitive, especially in respect to abandoning certain friendships. Although these were 
not the cause of any offense against God, they involved a great deal of affection, and I 
thought I should be ungrateful if I were to give them up. I asked my confessor why I 
must behave so ungratefully since I was committing no sin. He told me to put the 
matter before God for some days, and to recite the hymn Veni, Creator, that God 
might show me the better course. Having spent a great part of one day in prayer, 
beseeching the Lord to help me content Him in every way, I began the hymn; and as I 
was reciting it a rapture came on me so suddenly that it almost carried me away; it 
was so plain that I could make no mistake about it. This was the first time that the 
Lord had granted me this grace of ecstasy, and I heard these words: ‘I want you to 
converse now not with men but with angels.’ This absolutely amazed me, for my soul 
was greatly moved and these words were spoken to me in the depths of the spirit. 
They made me afraid therefore, though on the other hand they brought me much 
comfort, after the fear - which seems to have been caused by the novelty of the 
experience - had departed. 
 
These words have been fulfilled. For I have never since been able to form a firm 
friendship, or to take any comforts in, or to feel particular love for, any people except 
those whom I believe to love God and to be trying to serve Him. This has been 
something beyond my control; and it has made no difference if the people have been 
relatives or friends. Unless I know that a person loves God or practises prayer, it is a 
painful cross to me to have to do with him. There have been, so far as I can 
remember, no exceptions to this rule.      p 172-173 
 
Chapter 25 
 
It will be as well, I think, to explain the nature of these locutions which God bestows 
on the soul and to describe the soul’s feelings when it receives them, in order that 
your Reverence may understand them. For since the occasion of which I am speaking, 
on which the Lord granted me this favour, it has become a common occurrence with 
me; and it is so to-day, as will be seen in what I have still to say. The words are 
perfectly formed, but are not heard with the physical ear. Yet they are received much 
more clearly than if they were so heard; and however hard one resists it is impossible 
to shut them out. . . . I have to listen whether I like it or not, and to devote my whole 
attention to understanding what God wishes me to understand.  p 174  
 
I will explain also how those locutions that come from good spirits differ from those 
that come from evil ones, and how they may be - as sometimes occurs - caused by the 
intellect itself, or by the spirit talking to itself. I do not know whether this is possible, 
but only to-day it has struck me that it is. I have plenty of proof concerning those 
cases when the locutions are of God. I have been told things two or three years 
beforehand that have afterwards been fulfilled, and so far none of them has proved 
untrue. There are other ways too in which the spirit of God can be plainly detected, as 
I shall tell later.         
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I think it is possible that a person who has laid some request before God with most 
loving concern may imagine that he hears a voice telling whether his prayer will be 
granted or not. This may well be, though once he has heard some genuine message, he 
will see clearly what this voice is, for there is a great difference between the two 
experiences. If his answer has been invented by the understanding, however subtly it 
may have been contrived, he perceives the intellect ordering the words and speaking 
them. It is just as if a person were composing a speech, or listening to what someone 
else says; and the understanding will then realize that it is not listening but working, 
and the words that it is inventing are imprecise and fanciful; they have not the clarity 
of the real locution. In such cases it is in our power to deflect our attention, just as we 
can stop speaking and be silent. But in the true locution, this cannot be done. Another 
sign, which is the surest of all, is that these false locutions leave no results, whereas 
when the Lord speaks, words lead to deeds; and although the words may be of reproof 
and not of devotion, they prepare the soul, make it ready, and move it to tenderness. 
They give it light, and make it quiet and happy. If it has been dry and disordered and 
restless, the Lord seems to remove its troubles with a wave of His hand; or better still, 
He seems to explain to it that He is all-powerful and that His words are deeds. . . . 
 
The false locution is like something that we cannot clearly make out; it is as if we 
were asleep; but when God speaks, the voice is so clear that not a syllable of what He 
says is lost. It happens at times that the understanding and the soul are so perturbed 
and distracted that they could not put together a satisfactory sentence, and yet the soul 
finds itself addressed in grand speeches that it could not compose for itself even if it 
were completely recollected; and at the first word, as I have said, it is completely 
changed.         pp 174-175 
 
Sometimes these words are of such majesty that, even if we do not know from whom 
they come, they make us tremble if they are spoken in reproof, and if they are words 
of love consume us with love. Furthermore, as I have said, they speak of things that 
were very far from being in our memory, and take the form of such long sentences 
spoken so quickly that it would have taken us a very long time to make them up 
ourselves; and if we had done so, I do not think that we could possibly have been 
unaware that they were of our own composition. So there is no reason why I should 
dwell any longer on this matter, for I think it would be a marvel if any experienced 
person were taken in, unless he deliberately wanted to be.   p 176 
 
Either a soul wishes to understand or it does not. If it is rejecting what it hears, and is 
far too frightened to want to hear anything, or has other reasons for preferring to be 
quiet during its times of prayer and not have these experiences, how can the intellect 
have the time to make up speeches? For this requires time. But when the locutions are 
genuine, they instruct us without any cost in time, and make us understand things 
which it would probably take us a month to put in order for ourselves. What is more, 
the mind and soul themselves are amazed at some of the things they understand.  
 
This is how things are, and anyone with experience will know that what I have said is 
literally true. . . .          
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Locutions that come from the devil not only lead to no good, but leave bad effects 
behind them. These I have experienced, though only on two or three occasions, and 
each time I have had an immediate warning from the Lord that they came from the 
devil. Not only is the soul left in great dryness, but there is also a certain disquiet, 
such as I have experienced on many other occasions when the Lord has allowed me to 
be subjected to great temptations and spiritual trials of various sorts. But although this 
disquiet torments me very often, as I shall say later, it is not easy to know where it 
comes from. . . .          
 
It is as well for us to proceed with great caution.    pp 177-178 
 
When it is of the devil, all good things seem to be hidden from the soul and to flee 
from it; it becomes restless and touchy, and suffers nothing but bad effects. It may 
seem to have good desires, but they are not strong; and the humility that remains 
behind is false, excitable, and lacking in tranquility. I believe that anyone with the 
experience of the good spirit will understand this.    p 179 
 
O my Lord, what a true friend You are, and how powerful! You can do everything 
when You will and You never cease to will if we love You, Lord of the world. O that 
a voice might go forth over the earth, proclaiming how faithful You are to Your 
friends! All things fail, but You, Lord of them all, never fail. Small is the suffering 
that You allow to those who love You. O my Lord, how delicately and gently and 
sweetly You know how to deal with them! If only we had none of us stopped to love 
anyone but You! You seem, Lord, to inflict severe tests on those who love You, but 
only in order that in the worst of their trials they may know the depth of your love for 
them. 
 
O my Lord, had I but the understanding and the learning, and fresh words as well with 
which to extol Your works as my soul knows them! Alas, I lack all these, but if You 
do not abandon me, let all created things persecute me, let the devils torment me, but 
do not fail me, Lord, for I have experience of the benefits and the deliverance You 
bring to those who trust in You alone. When I was in this state of great exhaustion – 
at that time I had not begun to have visions – these words alone were enough to dispel 
it and to quiet me completely: “Have no fear, daughter, for it is I, and I will not 
forsake you. Have no fear.”       pp 180-181 
 
I would often remember how when a storm arose on the sea, the Lord commanded the 
winds to be still. Then I would say to myself: ‘Who is this whom all my faculties 
obey? Who is it that in a moment sheds light amidst such great darkness, who 
softened a heart that seemed to be of stone and sheds the water of gentle tears where 
for so long it had seemed to be dry? Who gives these desires? Who gives this 
courage? What have I been thinking of? What am I afraid of? What is this? I wish to 
serve this Lord, and to have no other aim but to please Him. I seek no contentment, no 
rest, no other blessing but to do His will.’ I seemed to feel so confident of this that I 
could affirm it. 
 
So, I reflected, if this Lord is powerful, as I see He is and know He is, and if the devils 
are His slaves – and of this there can be no doubt, since it is an article of faith – what 
harm can they do me, who am a servant of this Lord and King? Why should not I 
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have the strength to fight against all hell? I took a cross in my hand, and God really 
seemed to give me courage. . . . 
 
They certainly seemed to be afraid of me, for I became quite calm and had no fear of 
them. In fact I lost all my habitual fears for good. For though I have sometimes seen 
devils, as I shall tell by and by, I have hardly been afraid of them since. In fact, they 
have seemed to be afraid of me. I have acquired an authority over them, given me by 
the Lord of all things, and now I take no more notice of them than of flies. They 
appear to be such cowards, that their strength fails when they see anyone who 
despises them. They are enemies that are only capable of making an attack on people 
whom they see giving in to them, or on God’s servants whom He allows them to try 
and torment for the servant’s greater good.     pp 181-182 
 
I am more afraid of these people who are so frightened of the devil than I am of the 
devil himself. He cannot do me any harm, but they, especially if they are confessors, 
can be most disturbing.        p 183 
 
Chapter 26 
 
I was greatly distressed by many things which arose to disturb me. But the Lord said 
to me then: ‘What are you afraid of? Do you not know that I am all-powerful? I will 
fulfill my promises to you.’ And they were fulfilled shortly afterwards. Then I began 
to have such strength that I believe I could have undertaken new enterprises in His 
service, even if they had cost me more trials and caused me to suffer afresh. This has 
happened to me so many times that I cannot count them. He has often reproached me 
like this, and He does so still when I fall into imperfections great enough to destroy a 
soul. His words always lead to amendment, for, as I have said, His majesty gives both 
counsel and relief.        pp 184-185 
 
I reveal my whole soul to a confessor, and describe to him the favours which the Lord 
grants me. I choose a man of learning and obey him; I confess frequently and never 
give it up. I once had a confessor [f/n: Father Baltasar Alvarez, then a man of only 
twenty-five] who subjected me to great mortifications, and who would sometimes 
distress me and greatly try me by disquieting my mind. But I believe it is he who has 
done me the most good. I was very fond of him, yet I was several times tempted to 
leave him, for I thought the distress he caused me disturbed my prayer. But each time 
I decided to give him up, I at once realized that I must not, and received a divine 
reproof that upset me more than any action of my confessor. Sometimes questions on 
the one hand and reproofs on the other utterly exhausted me. But I needed them all, 
for my will was not bent to obedience. Once the Lord told me that it was no true 
obedience if I was not determined to suffer, and that I must fix my eyes on His 
suffering. Then everything would come easy.     p 185 
 
What I saw before me gave me so much to think about and so many subjects for 
recollection, and the Lord showed me such love and taught me in so many ways, that I 
have had very little or no need of books since. His Majesty has been a veritable book 
in which I have read the truth. Blessed be this book, which imprints on our minds in 
an unforgettable way what we must read and do. Who can see the Lord afflicted, 
persecuted and covered with wounds without embracing, loving and longing for those 
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wounds? Who can see anything of the glory that He gives to those who serve Him, 
without recognizing that any deeds or sufferings of ours are nothing compared with 
the expectation of that reward? Who can see the torments of the damned without 
feeling that all earthly torments are by comparison pure delights, and without 
realizing how much we owe to the Lord for having so often delivered us from that 
place?          p 186  
 
Chapter 27 
 
I implored the saints to whom I was devoted to save me from the devil. I made 
novenas and commended myself to St Hilarion and to St Michael the Angel, for 
whom, I undertook fresh devotions with this in view; and I begged many other saints 
that the Lord might show me the truth – I mean to prevail on His Majesty to do so. 
 
At the end of two years, during the whole of which both other people and myself had 
prayed continually that the Lord might either lead me by another path or reveal the 
truth – and all the time the locutions which, as I have said, the Lord was giving me 
were very frequent – I had the following experience. One day when I was at prayer – 
it was the feast day of the glorious St Peter – I saw Christ at my side – or, to put it 
better, I was conscious of Him, for I saw nothing with the eyes of the body or the eyes 
of the soul. He seemed quite close to me, and I saw that it was He. As I thought, He 
was speaking to me. Being completely ignorant that such visions were possible, I was 
very much afraid at first, and could do nothing but weep, though as soon as He spoke 
His first word of assurance to me, I regained my usual calm, and became cheerful and 
free from fear. All the time Jesus Christ seemed to be at my side, but as this was not 
an imaginary vision I could not see in what form. But I most clearly felt that He was 
all the time on my right, and was a witness to everything I was doing. Each time I 
became a little recollected, or was not entirely distracted, I could not but be aware that 
he was beside me.        pp 187-188 
 
He appears to the soul by a knowledge brighter than the sun. I do not mean that any 
sun is seen, or any brightness, but there is a light which, though unseen, illumines the 
understanding so that the soul may enjoy this great blessing, which brings very great 
blessings with it.        pp 188-189 
 
Though He is unseen He imprints so clear a knowledge on the soul that there seems to 
be no possibility of doubt. The Lord is pleased to engrave it so deeply on the 
understanding that one can no more doubt it than one can doubt the evidence of one’s 
own eyes. In fact it is easier to doubt one’s eyes. For sometimes we wonder whether 
we have not imagined something seen, whereas here, though that suspicion may arise 
momentarily, so great a certainty remains behind that the doubt has no validity.  p 189 
 
Some of the favours that He bestows on it [the soul] are so wonderful in themselves 
that when granted to one who has not deserved them, they may arouse suspicion. No 
one, indeed, who has not a very lively faith will believe in them. So, unless I am 
commanded otherwise, I intend to speak only of a few that were granted to me. I will 
limit myself to a description of certain visions, which may be of some use to others, or 
may prevent those to whom the lord gives these experiences from being surprised and 
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thinking them impossible, as I used to. This may explain how and by what path the 
Lord has led me; which is what I have been commanded to write. . . .  
 
How wondrous is God’s loving kindness, that He permits Himself to be looked at 
with eyes that have looked on things in as sinful a way as the eyes of my soul!   p 191 
 
Reflect that what I am saying is not a fraction of what could be said. I have only 
written as much as is needful to explain the kind of vision and favour that God gives 
to the soul. But I cannot describe what the soul feels when the Lord allows it to 
understand His secrets and wonders. The joy is so much above all others felt on earth 
that it gives us a rightful loathing for the pleasures of this life, all of which are but 
dross; and it is odious to bring them into the comparison, even if we might enjoy them 
for ever. And what are these joys that the Lord gives us? Only one drop of water from 
the great overflowing river that He has prepared for us.   p 192 
 

There are many other things about him [Peter of 
Alcantara] that I should like to say, but I am afraid 
that your Reverence will ask me what this has to do 
with me - I have been afraid of that even as I have 
been writing. So I will stop here, adding only that he 
died as he had lived, preaching and admonishing his 
friars. As he saw that his end was approaching, he 
recited the psalm, I was glad when they said unto 
me. Then he fell on his knees and died. 
 
It has been the Lord’s pleasure that I should have 
more to do with him since his death than in his life, 
and that he should advise me on many subjects. I 
have often seen him in the greatest glory. The first 
time he appeared to me, he spoke of the blessedness 
of his penance, which had won him so great a prize, 
and of many other things as well. A year before his 

death he appeared to me, when I was on a journey. I knew that he was soon to die and 
told him so, though we were many miles apart. As he drew his last breath, he 
appeared to me again and said that he was going to rest. I did not believe in this 
experience, but related it to a number of people, and a week later came the news that 
he was dead - or, to put it better, had entered into eternal life. 
 
See then how his life of hardships has ended in great glory. I think that he is a much 
greater comfort to me now than when he was here. The Lord once told me that no 
petition made in his name would fail to be heard. I have had many things granted that 
I have asked him to ask of the Lord. Blessed be He for ever! Amen.  pp 194-195 
 
Chapter 28 
 
One day when I was at prayer, He was pleased to show me His hands only; their 
beauty was beyond description. This put me in great fear, as does every new 
experience at the beginning, whatever supernatural favour the Lord may be granting 
me. A few days later I saw that divine face also, which seems to leave me completely 
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entranced. I could not understand why the Lord was revealing Himself to me 
gradually like this, since He was afterwards to grant me the favour of seeing Him 
whole. But finally I realized that His Majesty was pandering to the weakness of my 
nature. May He be blessed for ever. So base and vile a creature as I would not have 
been able to bear all this glory at once and, knowing this, in His compassion, He 
gradually prepared me. . .  
 
Such is the beauty of glorified bodies, and such the supernatural glory which 
surrounds them, that it throws all who gaze upon them into confusion. I was so awe-
struck, indeed, as to be completely upset and bewildered. Soon afterwards, however, I 
felt quite certain and secure; the effects quickly dispelled all my fears. p 196 
 
I will only remark that if there were nothing else in Heaven to delight the eye but the 
great beauty of glorified bodies, that alone would be a very great bliss, particularly if 
it were the Humanity of our Lord Jesus Christ. For if His Majesty reveals Himself on 
earth to the degree that our wretched state can bear, what will it be like when that 
blessing is enjoyed in its entirety?      p 197 
 
If I were to spend many years imagining how I could invent anything so beautiful, I 
could not do it. I should not know how to begin. For in its whiteness and radiance 
alone it exceeds anything that we can imagine. 
 
It is not a dazzling radiance but a soft whiteness and infused radiance, which causes 
the eyes great delight and never tires them; nor are they tired by the brilliance which 
confronts them as they look on this divine beauty. The brightness and light that appear 
before the gaze are so different from those of earth that the sun’s rays seem quite dim 
by comparison, and afterwards we never feel like opening our eyes again. It is as if we 
were to look at a very clear stream running over a crystal bed, in which the sun was 
reflected, and then to turn to a very muddy brook, with an earthy bottom, running 
beneath a clouded sky. Not that the sun or anything like sunlight enters into the 
vision; on the contrary, its light seems the natural light, and the light of this world 
appears artificial. It is a light that never yields to darkness and, being always light, can 
never be clouded. It is of such a kind, indeed, that no one, however great his intellect, 
could imagine its nature in the whole course of his life; and God brings it before us so 
swiftly that even if we needed to open our eyes in order to see it, we should not have 
the time. But it does not matter whether they are open or closed; if the Lord wishes us 
to see it, we shall do so even against our will. No distraction or effort is strong enough 
to resist it; no diligence or care of our own can attain it. This I have learned from 
thorough experience, as I shall relate.      pp 197-198 
 
O my Jesus, if only one could describe the Majesty with which You reveal Yourself! 
How utterly You are lord of all the world and the heavens, and of a thousand other 
worlds; and of countless more worlds and heavens that You have created! And from 
the majesty with which You appear the soul realizes that it is nothing to You to be 
lord of all this.         p 199 
 
The devil has no power here. Three or four times, I believe, he has attempted to make 
a false likeness of the Lord and to present Him to me in this way. He can manage the 
fleshly form but he cannot imitate the glory that is in this vision when it is from God. 
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He makes these attempts in order to invalidate the true visions that the soul has seen; 
but the soul resists spontaneously, and becomes troubled, nauseated, and restless. It 
loses that devotion and joy that it had before, and is unable to pray. This happened to 
me, as I have said, three or four times, at the beginning. It is something so very 
different from a true vision that I think even a soul who has experienced only the 
prayer of quiet will recognize it by its effects, which I described when speaking of 
locutions. It is very easy to detect and, unless the soul wishes to be deceived, I do not 
think that the devil will deceive it, so long as it proceeds humbly and in simplicity.  
          p 200 
Chapter 29 
 
When it comes to the visions I am speaking of, there is no way of building them up. 
We have to look at them when the Lord is pleased to show them to us – to look as He 
wishes and at what He wishes. We can neither add nor subtract anything, nor can we 
obtain a vision by any actions of our own. We cannot look at it when we like or 
refrain from looking at it; if we try to look at any particular feature of it, we 
immediately lose Christ.       p 205 
 
Almost always Our Lord appeared to me as He rose from the dead, and it was the 
same when I saw Him in the Host. Only occasionally, to hearten me if I was in 
tribulation, He would show me His wounds, and then He would appear sometimes on 
the Cross and sometimes as He was in the Garden. Sometimes too, but rarely, I saw 
Him wearing the crown of thorns, and sometimes carrying the Cross as well, because 
of my deeds, let me say, and those of others. But always His body was glorified. 
Many were the reproaches and trials that I suffered when I spoke of this, and many 
were my fears and persecutions. They felt so certain of my being possessed of a devil 
that some of them wanted to exorcise me. . . . I would go and complain to Him about 
all my trials, and I always emerged from prayer comforted and with new strength.  

p 206 
 
Once when I was holding the cross of a rosary in my hand, He took it from me into 
His own; and when He returned it to me, it consisted of four large stones much more 
precious than diamonds – incomparably so for it is, of course, impossible to make 
comparison between things seen supernaturally and the precious stones of this world; 
diamonds seem imperfect counterfeits beside the precious stones of a vision. On these 
were exquisitely incised the five wounds of Christ. He told me that henceforth this 
cross would appear so to me always, and so it has. I have never been able to see the 
wood of which it was made but only these stones. However, they have been seen by 
no one but myself.        p 207 
 
The soul makes no effort to feel the pain caused it by the Lord’s presence, but is 
pierced to the depths of its entrails, or sometimes to the heart, by an arrow, so that it 
does not know what is wrong or what it desires. It knows quite well that it desires 
God, and that the arrow seems to have been tipped with some poison which makes it 
so hate itself out of love of the Lord that it is willing to give up its life for Him. It is 
impossible to describe or explain the way in which God wounds the soul, or the very 
great pain He inflicts on it, so that it hardly knows what it is doing. But this is so 
sweet a pain that no delight in the whole world can be more pleasing. The soul, as I 
have said, would be glad always to be dying of this ill. 
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This combination of joy and sorrow so bewildered me that I could not understand how 
such a thing could be. O what it is to see a soul wounded! I mean one that sufficiently 
understands its condition as to be able to call itself wounded, and for so excellent a 
cause. It clearly sees that this love has come to it through no action of its own, but that 
out of the very great love that the Lord has for it a spark seems suddenly to have 
fallen on it and set it all on fire. O how often, when I am in this state, do I remember 
that verse of David, As the heart panteth after the water brooks, which I seem to see 
literally fulfilled in myself.       p 209 
 

Though I often have visions of angels, I do not 
see them. They come to me only after the 
manner of the first type of vision that I 
described. But it was our Lord’s will that I 
should see this angel in the following way. He 
was not tall but short, and very beautiful; and 
his face was so aflame that he appeared to be 
one of the highest rank of angels, who seem to 
be all on fire. They must be of the kind called 
cherubim, but they do not tell me their names. 
I know very well that there is a great difference 

between some angels and others, and between these and others still, but I could not 
possibly explain it. In his hands I saw a great golden spear, and at the iron tip there 
appeared to be a point of fire. This he plunged into my heart several times so that it 
penetrated my entrails. When he pulled it out, I felt that he took them with it, and left 
me utterly consumed by the great love of God. The pain was so severe that it made me 
utter several moans. The sweetness caused by this intense pain is so extreme that one 
cannot possibly wish it to cease, nor is one’s soul then content with anything but God. 
This is not a physical, but a spiritual pain, though the body has some share in it - even 
a considerable share. . . . 
 
Throughout the days that this lasted I went about in a kind of stupor. I had no wish to 
look or to speak, only to embrace my pain, which was a greater bliss than all created 
things could give me. On several occasions when I was in this state the Lord was 
pleased that I should experience raptures so deep that I could not resist them even 
though I was not alone. Greatly to my distress, therefore, my raptures began to be 
talked about. Since I have had them, I have ceased to feel this pain so much, though I 
still feel the pain that I spoke of in a previous chapter – I do not remember which. 
[Chapter 20] The latter is very different in many respects, and much more valuable. 
But when this pain of which I am now speaking begins, the Lord seems to transport 
the soul and throw it into an ecstasy. So there is no opportunity for it to feel its pain or 
suffering, for the enjoyment comes immediately. May He be blessed for ever, who has 
granted so many favours to one who has so ill repaid these great benefits.  pp 210-211 
 
Chapter 30 
 
I sometimes had to endure - and still have to, though to a lesser degree - the greatest 
spiritual trials, accompanied by bodily pains and tortures so severe that I could 
scarcely control myself. At other times I suffered from even graver physical ailments 
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though if I was free from spiritual distress, I bore them with great joy. But when both 
kinds of pain came on me together, it was a great trial and reduced me to sore straits. I 
forgot all the favours that the Lord had bestowed on me; all that was left me was a 
memory, as of something in a dream, and this greatly distressed me. For at such times 
the understanding becomes dull, and so I was bothered by a thousand doubts and 
suspicions. I wondered whether I had not misunderstood everything, and whether it 
was not all my fancy. I felt that it was bad enough for me to be deluded myself 
without my also deluding those good men. I thought of myself as so wicked that all 
the evils and heresies which had arisen must be due to my sins.   p 215 
 
By now I have had so much experience of the devil’s work that he knows I can 
recognize him and so torments me less in these ways than he used to. His part in an 
experience can be detected by the restlessness and discomfort with which it begins, by 
the turmoil that he creates in the soul so long as it lasts, also by the darkness and 
affliction into which he plunges it, and by its subsequent dryness and indisposition for 
prayer or anything else that is good. He seems to stifle the soul and constrict the body, 
making them both useless. In true humility, on the other hand, although the soul 
knows its wretchedness, and although we are distressed to see what we are, and 
although we think of our wickedness as extremely grave – as grave as I have 
described it and as deeply felt – there is no attendant turmoil or spiritual unrest. True 
humility does not bring darkness or aridity, but on the contrary gives the soul peace, 
sweetness and light.        p 215 
 
What happens on such occasions is that the devil suddenly seizes upon my thoughts, 
sometimes on such trivial pretexts that at any other time they would be laughable. He 
turns the brain upside down and does what he likes with it, and the soul is so fettered 
that it is no longer its own mistress. It can think of nothing but the nonsense he 
suggests to it, things of no importance which neither captivate it nor leave it free, but 
enslave it in so far as they stupefy it and break its self-control. Sometimes it is as if 
the devils were playing ball with the soul, and it were incapable of escaping from their 
power. Its sufferings on these occasions are indescribable. It goes about in search of 
relief, but God will allow it to find none. There remains still its reasoning power, 
which is derived from its free-will, but it cannot make deliberate use of that. 
          p 216 
 
It is my intellect and my imagination, I think, that are harming me here. My will, I 
believe, is good, and well-disposed to all that is good. But this intellect of mine is so 
wild that it seems like a raving lunatic. Nobody can hold it down, and I have not 
sufficient control over it myself to keep it quiet for a single moment. Sometimes I 
laugh at myself, and am aware of my wretched state. Then I observe my intellect, and 
let it alone, to see what it will do; and, miraculously - glory be to God! - it never turns 
to things that are really wrong, only to indifferent matters, and casts around here, 
there, and everywhere, for something to think about. I then become more conscious of 
the very great favour that God bestows on me when he binds this madman in the 
chains of perfect contemplation. I wonder what would happen if those who think me 
good were to see me in this distracted state.     p 219 
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Chapter 31 
 
Now that I have recorded some temptations and secret, inner disturbances aroused in 
me by the devil, I will describe certain others which he inflicted on me almost in 
public, and in which it was impossible not to recognize his agency. 
 
Once when I was in an oratory he [Satan] appeared on my left hand, in a hideous form. I 
particularly noticed his mouth, because he spoke to me, and it was terrifying. A great 
flame seemed to issue from his body, which was intensely bright and cast no shadow. He 
said to me in a dreadful voice that I had indeed escaped from his clutches, but that he 
would capture me still. I was greatly frightened and made shift to cross myself, 
whereupon he disappeared, but immediately came back again. This happened twice and I 
did not know what to do. There was some holy water near by, some drops of which I 
threw in his direction, and he did not return again. On another occasion I was tormented 
for five hours with such terrible pains and such inward and outward disquiet that I do not 
believe I could have stood it any longer. The sisters who were with me were terrified, and 
had no more idea what to do for me than I had of how to help myself.   
       
It is my custom when pains and bodily sufferings are most unbearable to make the best of 
inner resignation that I can, begging the Lord, if it be His pleasure, to grant me patience – 
and so long as I have that I can continue in this state until the end of the world. p 222 
 
A person came to me who had been living for two and a half year in mortal sin of the 
most abominable kind I have ever heard of; and all that time he never confessed it or 
ceased from it, yet went on saying Mass. He confessed other sins, but would say to 
himself of this one: ‘How can I confess to anything so foul?’ He had a strong desire to 
be rid of it, but could not bring himself to do so. I felt great pity for him, and was 
deeply grieved to see God offended in this way. I promised him to pray earnestly for 
his amendment and to request others who were better than I to do the same. I wrote 
also to a certain person, who – as that priest said – would be able to distribute the 
letters. So it came about that he made his confession at the first opportunity. For, on 
account of the many very holy persons to whom I had spoken of him and who had 
prayed for him, the Lord God was pleased to bestow His mercy on his soul; and I, 
wretched creature though I am, had taken all possible pains to the same end. He wrote 
to me that he had so far recovered that days passed without his falling into this sin, but 
that he was so tormented by the temptation that, to judge by his sufferings, he seemed 
to be in hell. He asked me to commend him to God. I spoke of him again to my 
sisters, whose prayers must have caused God to grant me this favour, and they took 
his plight greatly to heart. Nobody had any idea of his identity. I implored His 
Majesty to moderate his tortures and temptations, and to let these same devils torment 
me instead, so long as this did not cause me to sin against Him. Thus it was that I 
suffered a month of great torments; and it was during that time that the two incidents I 
have described took place.       p 224 
 
One night, during this time, I thought that the devils were suffocating me, and when 
the sisters sprinkled a great deal of holy water, I saw a huge crowd of them running 
away as if they were going to cast themselves over a precipice. These accursed 
creatures have tormented me so often, and I am so little afraid of them now that I see 
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they cannot stir without Our Lord’s permission, that I should weary your Reverence, 
and myself too, if I were to write any more about them.   p 225 
 
I also want to record another incident which greatly frightened me. One Trinity 
Sunday, I was in the choir of a certain convent and saw, while in a rapture, a great 
battle between angels and devils. I could not understand the meaning of this vision, 
but before a fortnight had gone by I realized that it referred to a dispute between some 
sisters who practiced prayer and many more who did not, which was doing the house 
great harm. The dispute lasted a long time and caused great disturbance. On another 
occasion, I saw a huge crowd of devils around me, but I seemed to be completely 
enveloped in a great light, which prevented their coming near me. I realized that God 
was guarding me so that they should not approach me and make me sin against Him. 
From what I had observed about myself on other occasions I knew that this was a true 
vision. The fact is that I am now aware of how little their power is unless I am 
fighting against God, and so I am scarcely afraid of them any more. For their strength 
is nothing if they do not see souls surrendering themselves to them like cowards; only 
then do they show their power. Sometimes, during these temptations that I have 
described, I would feel that all my weaknesses and vanities of past times were 
reawakening within me; and then I had to commend myself to God indeed. Until my 
confessor set my mind at rest, I was tortured by the idea that since these ideas arose in 
my mind I must be wholly possessed by the devil. For it seemed to me that no one 
who had received these favours from the Lord ought to have even the first impulse 
towards a wicked thought. At other times I was greatly distressed – as I still am – by 
finding myself much respected, especially by people of importance, and hearing 
myself well spoken of. I have suffered a great deal from this, and I still do. Then I 
turn to the life of Christ or to those of the saints, and realize that my life is the reverse 
of theirs, for they met with nothing but contempt and insults. This makes me go 
forward in fear, like one who does not dare to lift her head, for I do not want to appear 
to be doing what I am not.       p 226 
 
I fell into another excess as well, which was to beseech God, and to make it my 
special prayer, that when a person thought that there was any good in me, His Majesty 
should reveal my sins to him, so that he might see how utterly undeserving I was of 
these favours. This is always a great desire of mine. My confessor told me that I 
should not do this, but I have continued the practice almost to this day. Whenever I 
have noticed anyone thinking very well of me, I have managed, in any roundabout 
way that I could, to make him aware of my sins. This has seemed to bring me some 
relief. My sins have made me very scrupulous in the matter.  p 227 
 
There is nothing in the world that seems good to me, except its refusal to tolerate faults 
in good people, and its way of perfecting them by speaking ill of them. I declare that 
one needs more courage to follow the way of perfection if one is not perfect than for 
suddenly becoming a martyr. Perfection cannot be attained quickly except by one to 
whom the Lord is pleased to grant this favour as a particular privilege. But when the 
world sees anyone starting on that road, it expects him to be perfect all at once and can 
detect a fault in him from a mile away. Yet in him this fault may be a virtue, while his 
critic, in whom it is a vice, judges others by himself. They will not let this person eat or 
sleep or, as they say, so much as draw breath; the more highly they think of him, the 
more they forget that he is still in the body. For however perfect his soul may be, he is 
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still living on earth, and however resolutely he tramples it beneath his feet he is still 
subject to its miseries. That is why I say that he needs much courage, for his poor soul 
has as yet hardly begun to walk, and they expect him to be as strong on trying occasions 
as they read that the saints were after they had been confirmed in grace.  p 228 
 
I see some souls very much distressed by this delusion. They begin with strong 
desires and fervour, determined to advance in virtue, and some of them give up all 
outward things for God. Then they see, in others more advanced than themselves, 
notable accessions of virtue, given them by the Lord, for we cannot acquire them 
ourselves. They find in all the books written on prayer and contemplation, accounts of 
what we should do in order to rise to that exalted state; and as they cannot 
immediately accomplish all this, they lose heart. I am speaking of such things as not 
caring if people speak ill of us, but being more pleased than if they speak well of us; 
not valuing our own reputation; cultivating a detachment from our relatives, and not 
desiring their company but, on the other hand, finding it wearisome unless they are 
given to prayer, and many other things of this kind. These are gifts that must, I think, 
be bestowed on us by God. For they seem to me to be supernatural blessings that go 
counter to our natural inclinations. Let these beginners not grow weary but trust in the 
Lord that, if they pray and do what they can for themselves, His Majesty will make 
them in very deed what at present they are only in their desires. It is most necessary 
for our weak nature that we should have great confidence and not be faint-hearted or 
doubt that if we do our utmost we shall come off victorious. . . . 
 
Do not think – although it may seem so – that anyone has acquired a virtue unless he 
has tested it with its corresponding vice. We must always be distrustful of ourselves 
and never grow careless as long as we live. For much that is worldly will stick to us 
unless, as I say, God gives us the grace fully to understand the nature of everything; 
and in this life there is nothing that is not attended by plenty of dangers. 
          p 229 
 
However small our concern for reputation, its results will be as bad as when we strike 
a wrong note or fail to keep time when playing the organ. The whole passage becomes 
discordant. This concern is a thing most harmful to the soul whenever it occurs, but 
on this road to perfection it is a pestilence.     p 230 
 
Chapter 32 
 
I have endured the severest bodily pains in the course of my life, the worst, so the 
doctors say, that it is possible to suffer and live, among them the contractions of my 
nerves during my paralysis, and many other agonies of various kinds, including some, 
as I have said, caused by the devil. But none of them was in any way comparable to 
the pains I felt at that time, especially when I realized that they would be endless and 
unceasing. But even this was nothing to my agony of soul, an oppression, a 
suffocation, and an affliction so agonising, and accompanied by such a hopeless and 
distressing misery that no words I could find would adequately describe it. To say that 
it was as if my soul were being continuously torn from my body is as nothing. The 
fact is that I can find no means of describing that inward fire and that despair which is 
greater than the severest torments or pains. I could not see my torturer, but I seemed 
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to feel myself being burnt and dismembered; and, I repeat, this interior fire and 
despair were the very worst of all.      pp 233-234 
 
I recall that I took some pains to serve God, and refrained from doing certain things 
that I see tolerated in the world today as matters of no account; that I endured serious 
illnesses, and bore them with a great patience that was bestowed on me by the Lord; 
that I was not given to grumbling or slandering people, and that I was, as I think, 
incapable of wishing anyone ill; that I was not covetous and do not remember ever 
having felt so much envy as grievously to offend the Lord; that I kept myself free 
from many other faults, and that, vile creature though I was, I lived in the most 
constant fear of God. Yet look at the place where the devils had lodged me! It is true, 
I think, that my sins had merited even worse punishment.   p 235 
 
For many reasons we decide that it [the house] must never contain more than thirteen 
nuns. Before we began these discussions, we had written to the blessed friar Peter of 
Alcantara, and told him all that was happening. He advised us to stick to our plans, 
and gave us his opinion on the whole subject. . . . 
 
In this state of exhaustion, I turned to God, and His Majesty began to comfort and 
encourage me. I could now see, He said, what sufferings those saints who had founded 
religious orders had gone through, and indeed they had had to endure much more than I 
could imagine, but we must not let that trouble us. He told me certain things to say to 
my companion, and to my very great astonishment we at once felt comforted by what 
had happened, and courageous enough to stand up to everybody. And so we did, for 
there was hardly anyone among the prayerful, or indeed in the whole place, who was 
not against us, and did not consider our project absolutely absurd.  p 238 
 
While things were in this state, aided by the continual help of many people’s prayers, 
we practically completed the purchase of a house. It was a small one, but this did not 
trouble me in the least, for the Lord had told me to start in the best way I could and in 
due course I should see what His Majesty would do. And how well I have seen it! So, 
though I knew that our income would be small, I believed that the Lord would 
manage things in other ways and would give us help.   p 240 
 
Chapter 33 
 
I was very unpopular throughout the convent for wanting to found a more strictly 
enclosed house. The nuns said that this was an insult to them; that I could serve God 
just as well where I was, since there were others there better than myself; that I had no 
love for my own house, and that I should have been better employed raising money 
for it than for founding another. Some said that I ought to be put in the prison-cell; but 
others, though only a few, came out on my side. I saw quite well that in many respects 
my opponents were right, and sometimes I could make allowances for them. But as I 
could not tell them my principal argument - that I had been obeying the Lord’s 
commands - I did not know what to do and was therefore silent. At other times, by 
God’s great mercy, none of this worried me, and I renounced the project as easily and 
as contentedly as if it had cost me nothing.     p 241 
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Now came the beginning of those stronger impulses of the love of God, of which I 
have spoken, and of deeper raptures. But I kept silent on the subject and said nothing 
to anyone about what I had gained. That saintly Dominican never ceased to share my 
conviction that the foundation would be made, and as I would not take any further 
parting the matter, in order not to disobey my confessor, he got in touch with my 
woman friend. Together they sent an outline of the scheme to Rome. p 243 
 
At the end of that time, the then rector of the Society of Jesus having left, His Majesty 
replaced him by a very spiritual man of great courage, understanding and learning [Fr. 
Gaspar de Salazar] . . . . 
 
One day, when I was in great distress because I thought that my confessor did not 
believe me, the Lord told me not to worry, for my distress would soon be over. I was 
very glad, for I thought he meant I was to die soon, and the mere thought of this 
delighted me. Later I realized that He was referring to the coming of the new Rector. 
For he put no restrictions at all on the priest who confessed me, so that I never 
suffered from that distress again. On the contrary, he told that minister to comfort me, 
since there was no cause for fear, and not to lead me by so narrow a road, but to let 
the spirit of the Lord work in me, for it sometimes seemed as if these great impulses 
of the spirit were preventing my soul from taking breath.   p 244 
 

Once when I was in a difficulty and could not think of what to 
do or how to pay certain workmen, St Joseph, my true lord 
and father, appeared to me, and told me to proceed with my 
arrangements. For the money would not be lacking. So I went 
on, without a farthing, and the Lord did provide it in ways 
that astonished all who heard of them . . . . 
 
On St Clare’s day, as I was going to Communion, that saint 
appeared to me in great beauty and told me to take courage. 
She promised that she would help me if I went forward with 

what I had begun. I conceived a great devotion for her, and she has truly kept her 
word. For a convent of her Order, which is close to ours, is at present helping to 
maintain us. What is more, she has gradually brought this plan of mine to such 
perfection that the same Rule of poverty which obtains in her house is also observed 
in ours, and we live on alms.          p 246 
 
At about this same time, on the festival of Our Lady’s Assumption, I was in the 
convent-church of the order of the glorious St Dominic . . . when I was seized with a 
rapture so strong that it almost took me completely out of myself. . . . While in this 
state I seemed to see myself clothed in a robe of great whiteness and clarity, and at 
first I could not tell who was putting it on me. But afterwards I saw Our Lady on my 
right and my father St Joseph on my left, and that it was they who were clothing me. I 
was given to understand that I was now cleansed of my sins. When I was clothed, and 
was experiencing the greatest joy and bliss, Our Lady seemed suddenly to seize me by 
the hands. She told me that I was giving her great pleasure by serving the glorious St 
Joseph, and promised me that the plans for my convent would be fulfilled. She said 
that the Lord and they would be greatly served there, and that I need not fear any 
failure of the project at any time, even though the obedience demanded of us might 
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not be to my liking. She said that they would watch over us and that her Son had 
already promised to be with us; and that as a sign that this would be she would give 
me a jewel. Then she seemed to hang around my neck a very beautiful gold collar, 
from which hung a cross of great value. The gold and stones were so different from 
those of this world that there could be no comparing them; their beauty is quite unlike 
anything that we can imagine here. Nor can the imagination rise to any understanding 
of the nature of the robe, or to any conception of its whiteness. Such was the vision 
that the Lord was pleased to send me that by comparison everything here on earth 
seems, as you might say, like a smudge of soot.    pp 246-247 
 
When they had stayed with me for a little while, bringing me the greatest joy and bliss 
– more I believe than I had ever known before, and I wished it would last forever – I 
seemed to see them ascend into the sky with a great multitude of angels. I was left in 
great solitude, but so comforted and uplifted and recollected in prayer, and so 
softened that I could not stir or speak for some time, and was quite beside myself. I 
was left with a passionate longing to be consumed by the love of God, and with other 
feelings of this sort. All this took place in such a way that I could never doubt, 
however hard I tried, that this vision was of God. It left me greatly comforted and 
very peaceful.         pp 247-248 
 
Chapter 34 
 
I can never meet anyone whom I like very much without immediately wishing to see 
him wholly given to God, and sometimes these yearnings of mine are so strong that I 
cannot resist them. Although I want everyone to serve Him, my desire in regard to 
those I like is particularly strong, and so I importune the Lord frequently on their 
behalf.          p 252 
 
It is a great thing for one who is sick to find another afflicted with the same malady. 
          p 255 
 
Chapter 35 
 
It seems that His Majesty has chosen the souls He has drawn to Himself, in whose 
company I live in very deep shame. For I could never have asked for better 
companions with whom to live this life of strict enclosure, poverty, and prayer. They 
live it so joyfully and so contentedly that not one of them thinks herself deserving of 
her place in this house; and this is especially true of some whom the Lord has called 
from all the show and vanity of the world, whose customs they might have followed 
and in which they might have been happy. But here the Lord has so multiplied their 
happiness that, as they clearly recognize, in exchange for one thing forsaken He has 
rewarded them a hundredfold, and they can never give His Majesty enough thanks. 
Others who were good, He has made better. To those who are young He gives 
fortitude and knowledge, so that they may desire nothing else and understand that to 
live apart from all the things of this life is to live in greater peace, even here upon 
earth. To those who are older and poor in health, He has given – and continues to give 
– strength to endure the same austerities and penances as the rest. 
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O my Lord, how abundantly You display Your power! There is no need to seek 
reasons for Your will, for you transcend all natural reason and make all things 
possible. Thus You show us that we need do no more than to truly love You, and truly 
forsake everything for You, and that You, my Lord, will then make everything easy. . 
. . May the Lord, of His mercy, make us see how unsafe we are among the manifest 
perils that beset us when we walk with the crowd, and that our true safety lies in 
trying to press far ahead on God’s road. We must fix our eyes on Him, and have no 
fear that this Sun of Justice will set, or that He will allow us to travel by night and lose 
ourselves, unless we first forsake Him.     p 263 
 
Chapter 36 
 
So with full sanction and authority, this convent of our most glorious father St Joseph 
was founded in the year 1562. . . .  
 
It was not that I thought that I had done any part of all this by myself. I never thought 
that, and do not think so now. I have always known that it was done by the Lord. My 
share in the business was so full of imperfections that I clearly deserved more blame 
than thanks. But it was a great joy to me to see how the Lord had made me, wicked 
though I was, His instrument in this grand design. I was so happy, therefore, that I 
was quite carried away with the strength of my prayer. 
 
When it was all finished – it must have been some three or four hours later – the devil 
plunged me into a spiritual battle once more, as I shall now relate.  pp 266-267  
 
All that the Lord had commanded me, all the opinions I had been seeking and the 
prayers I had been making almost unceasingly for over two years – all these things 
were as completely blotted from my memory as if they had never been. All I 
remember now was my own opinion; faith and all the virtues were suspended within 
me, and I had not the strength to put any of them to use or to defend myself from all 
these blows. 
 

The devil also made me ask myself 
how I could think of shutting myself 
up in so strict a house, subject as I 
was to frequent illnesses, and how I 
should endure so many penances. He 
asked me why I had left that large 
and pleasant house, where I had 
always been so happy and had so 
many friends, and suggested that I 
might not like the nuns in the new 
house. He then suggested that I had 
taken on a big task, and might 
perhaps find my hopes deceived, 

indeed that it might have been the devil himself who had put it into my head in order 
to rob me of my peace and quiet. Then, once I was disturbed, I should lose all power 
of prayer and should forfeit my soul. He suggested thoughts of this kind to me all 
together, and it was beyond my powers to think of anything else. At the same time my 
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soul was plunged into such affliction, darkness and gloom that I can find no words to 
describe it. When I found myself in this state, even though I could not commend 
myself to God, I went to visit the most Holy Sacrament. I was in such anguish that I 
think it was like the agony of death. I did not dare speak of it to anyone, for as yet no 
confessor had been appointed. O God help me, what a miserable life this is! No 
happiness is secure, all things are subject to change. Only such a short time ago I had 
thought that I would not exchange my happiness with anyone on earth, and now its 
very cause was so tormenting me that I did not know what to do with myself. 
          pp 267-268 
 
But the Lord did not allow his servant to suffer long; In none of my tribulations has 
He ever failed to come to my aid. He did so in this one, by casting me a ray of light 
which showed me that this was the devil’s work. Then I recognized the truth and 
knew that it was all an attempt to scare me with lies. Then I began to remember my 
grand resolutions to serve the Lord and my desires to suffer for Him. I realized that if 
I meant to carry them out I must not go about looking for repose, that to withstand 
trials was the way to win merit, and that unhappiness endured in God’s service would 
serve me for purgatory. I asked myself what I was afraid of. I had demanded trials, 
and now I had them; and the greater the opposition the greater the gain. Why did I 
lack courage then to serve Him to whom I owed so much? Having gained control over 
myself with these and other reflections, I vowed before the Most Holy Sacrament that 
I would do everything in my power to obtain permission to enter the new house and 
that, if I could do so with good conscience, I would make a vow of enclosure. 
 
The moment I had made this vow, the devil fled, leaving me quiet and happy; and so I 
remained, as I have done ever since. . . . 
 
This conflict left me quite exhausted, but I laughed at the devil, for I clearly saw that 
it was his doing. Since I have never known what it is to be discontented with the 
religious life even for one moment in the twenty-eight years and more that I have 
been a nun, I believe that the Lord permitted this trial in order to show me what a 
great favour He has done me in this.      pp 268-269 
 
I saw quite well that in some respects they were condemning me unjustly. For they 
told me that I had done everything in order to be well thought of, and to make a name 
for myself, and so on. But I was well aware that in other respects they were in the 
right when they said that I was wickeder than the other nuns, and when they asked me 
how, having failed to observe the many rules that were kept in my own house, I could 
consider keeping a stricter discipline in another. They said that I was scandalizing the 
people, and introducing new ideas. None of this disturbed or troubled me in any way, 
though I made a show of feeling it for fear that I might appear to be taking what they 
said to me lightly. Finally I was commanded to put my version of the case before the 
nuns. 
 
As I was inwardly quiet and the Lord helped me, I put up such a defence that neither 
the Provincial nor the nuns who were present saw any reason to condemn me.  p 270 
 
This attack upon us lasted for almost six months, and to relate in detail all the heavy 
trials we endured would be a long business.     p 272 
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I was astonished at all the trouble the devil was taking about a few poor women, and 
at the universal belief that a mere dozen sisters and a Prioress - for I must remind 
those who opposed us that this was to be our number - would do such harm to the 
town whilst living so strictly. If there had been anything wrong or mistaken about the 
plan, it would have affected them alone. There was no possible way in which the town 
could be damaged, and yet our opponents saw all sorts of dangers in it, and so fought 
us with a good conscience. . . .  
 
On the same night that blessed friar Peter of Alcantara, who was now dead, appeared 
to me. Knowing what great resistance and persecution we were encountering, he had 
written to me before his death to say how pleased he was that the foundation was 
being heavily opposed, since all these efforts that the devil was making to prevent the 
foundation were a sign that a great service would be rendered to the Lord in the new 
convent. He had added that I must on no account accept any revenue, and had stressed 
this two or three times in his letter, assuring me that if I insisted on this point, 
everything would turn out as I wished. I had seen him twice already since his death in 
a state of great glory, and so I was not afraid. Indeed his appearance made me very 
happy, for he always came in his glorified body, full of great bliss, and it made me 
most blissful to see him.       pp 272-273 
 
The day of our coming was a most joyful day for me. While I was praying in the 
church before entering the convent, I fell into an almost complete rapture and saw 
Christ, who seemed to receive me with great love, place a crown on my head, and 
thank me for what I had done for His mother. On another occasion, after Compline, 
when we were all praying in the choir, I saw Our Lady in the greatest glory, clothed in 
a white robe, beneath which she seemed to be sheltering us all. I saw this as a sign of 
the high degree of glory to which the Lord would raise the nuns of this house.    p 274 
 
All the trials that we have suffered will, I believe, have been to good purpose. True, 
the Rule is rather strict; meat is never eaten except in cases of necessity, there is an 
eight months’ fast, and there are other ascetic practices, as can be seen from the 
primitive Rule. Yet this comes very easily to the sisters, and we follow certain other 
practices in addition, which we have thought it necessary to make for the more perfect 
observance of our Rule. I trust in the Lord that what we have begun will prosper, as 
He told me it will.        p 275 
 
Chapter 37 
 
The first thing to understand is that in these graces which God grants to the soul, there 
are greater and lesser degrees of glory. For the glory, joy, and comfort conveyed by 
some visions so exceeds that of others that I am astonished at the diversities of bliss, 
even in this life. The joys and consolations granted by God in a vision or a rapture can 
be so various in scale that it seems impossible to desire anything in this life higher 
than the highest of them. Indeed the soul does not desire, and would never ask for, 
any greater happiness.        p 277 
 
There is no knowledge and no kind of consolation that I value in the very least in 
comparison with the joy of hearing a single word from those divine lips – and how 
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much more joyful I am when I hear many! Unless, for my sins, the Lord allows this 
memory to fade I do not think I shall ever be so deeply absorbed in anything that I 
shall not immediately regain my freedom by turning my thoughts back, even for a 
moment, to the Lord.         p 
278 
 
Once I had seen my Lord, I was in such continuous converse with Him that my love 
for Him and my confidence in Him greatly increased. I saw that, although He was 
God, He was also man, and that the weaknesses of men do not surprise Him. He 
understands our miserable nature, which is subject to frequent falls due to that first sin 
for which He came to make reparation. Although He is the Lord, I can speak to Him 
as to a friend, because He is not, as I believe, like those whom we call lords on earth, 
whose entire audience is conferred on them by others. . . .  
 
O King of glory and Lord of all kings, Your kingdom is not hedged about by trifles, 
for it is infinite. We have no need of third parties through whom to approach You. We 
have only to look at your person to see that You alone deserve the name of Lord. . . . 
 
Once we have lost our first awe and terror at the sight of Your majesty, we can talk 
and converse with You about anything, But by then we have acquired a deeper fear of 
offending You, though not of the resulting punishment, for punishment is nothing 
compared to the loss of You. Here then are the benefits of this vision. But the soul is 
also greatly benefitted by the results that it leaves behind. If the vision is of God, that 
will be clear from its effects when the soul receives light. But, as I have often said, the 
Lord often wishes to remain in darkness and not to see the light. So it is not surprising 
that one who knows her own wickedness, as I do, should be afraid.  pp 279-280 
 
Chapter 38 
 
One night when I was so ill that I intended to excuse myself from mental prayer, I 
took up a rosary, so as to at least occupy myself with vocal recitation. At the same 
time I tried not to be recollected in mind, though I was so outwardly since I was in an 
oratory. But such precautions are of no avail when the Lord wills otherwise. I had 
been there only a few moments when I was seized by a rapture so violent that I could 
offer no resistance. I seemed to be raised to heaven, and the first persons I saw there 
were my mother and my father. Such mighty things happened in so short a time – it 
can have been no longer than it would take to recite an Ave Maria – that I was quite 
lifted out of myself, finding it altogether too great a favour. As to the question of time, 
it may have been longer than I say, but it all passed in a very short space. p 283 
 
In the course of time, the Lord showed me other great secrets, and He sometimes does 
so still. The soul may wish to see more than is put before it, but this is impossible; 
there is no way in which it may do so. I never saw more on any occasion, therefore, 
than the Lord was pleased to show me. But what I saw was so great that the least part 
of it was enough to leave the soul amazed, and so to benefit it that it considers all the 
things of this life as of small account. I wish that I could describe at least some small 
part of what I learnt, but when I consider how to do so I find that it is impossible. The 
mere difference between the light we see here and the light of vision is inexpressible. 
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Both are alike light, but the brightness of the sun seems dull in comparison with that 
other.          pp 283-284 
 
A soul in this state has so great a dominion over itself that I do not think anyone can 
understand it who does not possess it. It is a real, natural detachment, achieved 
without any labour of our own, and it is all of God’s doing. For when His Majesty 
reveals these truths to us, the very deep impression that they make upon our souls 
clearly shows us that we could not possibly acquire them for ourselves in this very 
short time. With that experience, I lost almost all my fear of death, which had always 
terrified me. Now it seems to me a very easy thing for a servant of God that in a single 
moment the soul should find itself freed from this prison and at rest. This moment in 
which God raises and transports the soul to show it things of such a sublime 
excellence seems to me very like that in which the soul leaves the body. In just such a 
single instant it finds itself in possession of all its blessings. Let us, therefore, leave 
out of account the agonies at the moment of parting, to which no great importance 
need be attached, because to those who really love God and have put aside the things 
of this world death must come very gently. 
 
I think that this experience also helped me greatly to recognize my true home and to 
realise that here we are but pilgrims. It is a great thing to see what awaits us there, and 
to know where we shall live hereafter. . . . It sometimes happens that my companions 
and those who give me the greatest comfort are amongst those whom I know to dwell 
there; they are, as I see it, the people who are truly alive, whilst those who are on 
earth are so dead that I seem unable to find a companion in the whole world, 
especially when these raptures come upon me.    pp 284-285 
 
While I was meditating in this way, a great impulse swept over me, without my seeing 
the manner of it; my soul seemed to be on the point of leaving my body, because it 
could no longer contain itself and was incapable of waiting for its great blessing. The 
impulse was so strong that I could do nothing against it; It did not seem the same as 
on other occasions, and my soul was so changed that I did not understand what had 
happened to it, or what it desired. I leaned for support, because even seated I could 
not stay upright; my natural strength entirely failed me. 
 
While in this condition, I saw above my head a dove very different from the doves of 
this world. It was not feathered like them, but its wings were made of little shells 
which shone with a great brilliance. It was bigger than a dove, and I seemed to hear 
the rustling of its wings. It must have been hovering like this for the space of an Ave 
Maria. But my soul was in such a state that, as it became lost to itself, so it lost sight 
of the dove. My spirit was calmed by the goodness of its guest, though I think that this 
marvelous favour disturbed and alarmed it. But once it began to rejoice in the vision, 
all fear left and, as this rapture continued, with joy came tranquility. pp 286-287 
 
I have seen great things concerning other members of the Society of Jesus to which 
this Father belonged, and concerning the Order as a whole. I have several times seen 
them in Heaven with white banners in their hands and, as I say, I have seen other 
visions of them that are truly wonderful. I have a great veneration, therefore, for the 
Order, with which I have had many dealings. I see too that their lives conform to what 
the Lord has told me about them.      p 288 
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One night when I was at prayer, the Lord began to speak to me. He reminded me of 
the wickedness of my past life, and filled me with shame and distress. Although He 
did not speak severely, He roused a consuming grief and sorrow within me. But a 
single word of this kind makes one more conscious of one’s progress in self-
knowledge than many days spent in the contemplation of one’s wretchedness, since it 
bears the undeniable stamp of truth. He set before me the former bent of my will 
towards vanities, and told me that I must set great store by my present desire to fix my 
will, which had hitherto been so ill-employed, upon Him. He promised to accept this 
desire, and He told me to remember how I had once thought it honourable to oppose 
His honour. At other times, He said, I must remember my debt to Him, for when I was 
dealing Him the harshest blows He was all the time bestowing favours on me. Now, 
when I am doing anything wrong – and my wrong-doings are many – His Majesty 
makes me so conscious of it that I become entirely dissolved with shame – and as my 
faults are frequent the occasions for this are numerous. I have been rebuked by my 
confessor, and when I have tried to find consolation in prayer, I have received a real 
reprimand there. . . .  
 
Soon after this my spirit was so transported that I felt it to be almost entirely out of the 
body, or at least I had no realization that it was still in it. I saw the most sacred 
Humanity in far greater glory than ever before. I saw Him with amazing clarity in the 
bosom of the Father. I cannot possibly say how it was, but without seeing, I seemed to 
see myself in the presence of that Divine Being. I was so amazed that I think it must 
have been several days before I came to myself again.   pp 288-289 
 
Once when I was about to take Communion, I saw with the eyes of my soul, more 
clearly than ever I could with my bodily eyes, two most hideous devils. Their horns 
seemed to be about the poor priest’s throat; and when I saw my Lord, in all His 
majesty, held in those hands, in the form of the Host that he was about to present to 
me, I knew for certain that they had offended against Him, and that here was a man in 
mortal sin. . . .  Then the Lord Himself told me to pray for him, and said that he had 
allowed this in order that I might realize what power there was in the words of 
consecration, and that God never fails to be present however wicked the priest who 
pronounces them. . . .  This clearly showed me that priests are under an even greater 
obligation to be good than other men, and what a terrible thing it is to receive this 
Most Holy Sacrament when one is unworthy, also how completely the devil is master 
of a soul that is in mortal sin. This vision was a very great help to me, and made me 
fully understand what I owe to God.      p 291 
 
On another occasion I saw something else of a similar kind, which greatly alarmed 
me. I was in a certain place where someone had died who, as I knew, had lived a very 
evil life for many years. But for the last two he had been ill and seemed in some 
respects to have improved his ways. He died without confessing, but I did not think, 
all the same, that he would be damned. While his body was being laid in its shroud, I 
saw a number of devils lay hold of it, tossing it from one to another with great hooks. 
I was utterly horrified. But when I saw it carried to the grave with all the honour and 
ceremony that is paid to the dead, I kept thinking of God’s great goodness in not 
allowing that soul to be dishonoured, or the fact that it had been His enemy to be 
revealed. 
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What I had seen drove me half out of my mind. But during the funeral service I saw 
no more devils. Afterwards, however, when they laid the body in the grave, there was 
such a multitude of them there to seize it that I was beside myself at the sight, and 
needed no small presence of mind to conceal the fact. I thought of what they would do 
to his soul, if they could take possession of his body in this manner. Would to God 
that everyone who is in an evil state could see that hideous spectacle that I saw. I 
think it would be a great incentive for the reformation of their lives. pp 291-292 
 
From all the visions I have seen I have never learnt that any soul escaped purgatory, 
except those of this Father, of the saintly friar, Peter of Alcantara, and of the 
Dominican father whom I have mentioned. It has pleased the Lord to show me the 
degrees of glory to which some souls have been raised, and He has shown them to me 
in the places assigned to them. There is a great difference between some of these 
places and others.        p 294 
 
Chapter 39 
 
I was once earnestly importuning the Lord to restore the sight of a person who was 
almost blind, and to whom I had a certain obligation; I was very sorry for him, and 
feared that the Lord would not hear me on account of my sins. But He appeared to me 
as on previous occasions, and began to show me the wound in His left hand. Then 
with His right He drew out a long nail that had been driven through it, and as He 
pulled at it, He seemed to tear His flesh. It was clear how painful this must be, and it 
distressed me greatly. ‘Seeing that I have done this for you,’ He said, ‘you need have 
no doubt that I will even more readily do what you have asked Me. Anything that you 
ask of Me I promise you to do, for I know that you will never ask for anything that 
will not redound to my glory. Therefore I will do whatever you ask of Me now. . . .  
 
I do not think a week passed before the Lord restored the person’s sight. My confessor 
heard of it at once. It may be, of course, that this was not owing to my prayer. But as I 
had seen this vision, I felt quite certain that it was a mercy granted to me, and thanked 
His Majesty for it.        p 295 
 
There was someone I knew who had resolved to serve God in real earnest, and who 
had been engaged in prayer for some days, during which time His Majesty had 
granted him many favours. But certain occasions for sin had presented themselves, 
which were very dangerous, and instead of avoiding them he had given up prayer. 
This caused me the greatest distress, for he was a person of whom I was very fond and 
to whom I was indebted. I believe that for more than a month I did nothing but pray 
God to turn this soul back to Himself. One day when I was at prayer, I saw a devil 
beside me, tearing up some papers that he held in his hand in a wild fury. This gave 
me great comfort, for it seemed to show that my prayer had been granted; and so it 
was, as I afterwards learnt. This man had made a very contrite confession, and so 
genuinely turned back to God that I trust in His Majesty he will make continuous 
progress. Blessed be He for all things! Amen.    p 296 
 
In answer to my prayers, the Lord has very often delivered souls from grave sins and 
brought others to great perfection. As for rescuing souls from purgatory and such 
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notable acts, the Lord has granted me so many favours of this kind that I should 
exhaust myself and my readers if I were to describe them all. But he has done more 
through me for the salvation of the soul than for the health of the body; all this is very 
well known, and there are many witnesses to it. It used to cause me very great 
scruples, for I could not help believing that the Lord was doing this because of my 
prayers. I say nothing of His principal reason, which is His pure goodness. But these 
favours are now so numerous and have been observed by so many people that it no 
longer distresses me to believe this. . . . But what most astonishes me is that when the 
Lord sees my requests to be unsuitable, I cannot ask for them; when I try to, my 
prayers have no strength, spirituality or concentration. However hard I try to force 
myself, I can do no better. Yet when it comes to other petitions that His Majesty 
means to grant, I find that I can make them very often and with great importunity, and 
although I am not concentrating on them they frequently come into my soul. 
 
There is a wide difference between these two ways of praying, which I do not know 
how to describe. As for the first, when I pray for the kind of favours that the Lord 
does not mean to grant, I resolutely persist, yet even if it is a request that touches me 
closely, I do not feel the same fervour as when I am praying for favours of the other 
kind. I am like a person whose tongue is tied, and who cannot speak even though he 
wants to, or if he does so cannot make himself be understood. But in the second case I 
am like someone who is speaking clearly and readily to a person whom he sees is a 
willing listener.        pp 296-297 
 
It is dangerous to keep counting the years that we have practised prayer. For even 
though it may be done in humility, it always seems liable to leave us with the feeling 
that we have earned some merit by our service. I do not say that we deserve nothing or 
that we shall not be well rewarded. But any spiritual person who believes that by mere 
number of years during which he has practised prayer he has earned these spiritual 
consolations, will, I am sure, fail to reach the peak of spirituality. Is it not enough that 
God has thought him worthy of being guided by His hand and prevented from 
committing those offences into which he fell before he began to pray? pp 300-301 
 
Chapter 40 
 
O my grand Majesty! What are you doing Almighty Lord? Consider upon whom You 
are conferring these sovereign mercies. Do You not remember that this soul has been 
an abyss of lies and an ocean of vanities, and all through my own fault? You gave me 
a natural hatred of lying, yet I allowed myself in many ways to traffic in lies. How can 
it appear right and proper that these great favours and mercies should be granted to 
one who has so ill deserved to receive them from You?   p 307 
 
In all this we need experience and a master. For when the soul has reached this point, 
many things occur that need to be discussed with somebody. But if one seeks 
guidance and does not find it, then the Lord will not fail one. For even though I am 
what I am, He has not failed me. . . . The Lord grants these favours to many more 
women than men, as I have heard from the saintly friar Peter of Alcantara, and have 
also observed for myself. He used to say that women made much more progress on 
this path than men, and he gave excellent reasons for it, which there is no reason to 
repeat here, all in women’s favour.      p 309 
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Once when I was at prayer, deep in recollection, sweetness and quiet, I seemed to be 
surrounded by angels and very close to God. I began to pray to His Majesty for the 
Church. Then I was shown the great benefit that was to come to it in future days from 
a certain Order [f/n: this probably refers to the Jesuits], and from the fortitude with 
which its members would uphold the Faith.  
 
Again, when I was praying before the Most Holy Sacrament, there appeared to me a 
saint [f/n: St. Dominic] whose Order has been in some decline. In his hands he held a 
book, which he opened, telling me to read a few words which were in large and very 
legible print: ‘In times to come,’ they said, ‘this Order will flourish and have many 
martyrs.’ 
 
On another occasion, when I was in the choir at Matins, I saw standing before me six 
or seven figures, who seemed to be members of this same Order, with swords in their 
hands. The meaning of this is, I think, that they will defend the Faith. At another time, 
when I was at prayer and my spirit was carried away, I seemed to be in a great field 
where many people were fighting, and members of this Order were struggling most 
heatedly. Their faces were beautiful and all on fire. Many were thrown to the ground 
defeated, and others were killed. I thought that this was a battle against the heretics.  
 
I have seen this glorious saint several times, and he has told me various things. He has 
thanked me for my prayers on behalf of his Order, and has promised to commend me 
to the Lord.         pp 310-311 
 
He told me that conversation with good people was never a bad thing, and that 
provided what I said was always well considered and virtuous I should not abstain 
from their company. It would do me more good than harm. This gave me a great deal 
of comfort, for sometimes I used to think that I was not sufficiently detached, and 
then I wanted to give up seeing people altogether. The Lord always gave me advice 
about everything, even to the extent of telling me how to deal with certain weak 
persons and with others. He never ceases to take care of me. But I am sometimes 
distressed to see how little I do in His service, and how I am forced to spend so much 
more time than I would wish in a body as weak and miserable as mine. p 312 
 
As I am now out of the world, and in a small and saintly society, I look down on 
things as from a height and care very little what people say or know about me. I care 
more about a single soul’s slightest advancement than for all that people may say 
about me; and since I have been here, it has been the Lord’s will that my desires shall 
be limited to this. He has given me a life that is a kind of sleep, for I almost always 
seem to be dreaming what I see. I find in myself no great happiness or unhappiness. If 
some things make me feel a little of either, it passes so swiftly that I am amazed, and 
the feeling that it leaves behind is as of something met with in a dream. It is really 
true that if afterwards I want to glory in that pleasure or grieve for that pain, I am no 
more capable of doing so than an intelligent person would be of grieving or glorying 
over something that occurred in a dream. For the Lord has awakened my soul from 
that state in which, being neither mortified nor dead to the things of this world, I used 
to have such feelings; and His Majesty will not let me become blind again.    p 313 
 



www.thehealingproject.net.au 
Lit. Reviews/The Wisdom Traditions/Christianity 

59 

May it please the Lord that I have fallen into no errors, for my intention and wish 
have been to be accurate and obedient, so that through me the Lord may receive some 
praise. This is what for many years I have been praying for. As the works I have 
performed are not sufficient to gain this end, I have ventured to put together this story 
of my unruly life, though I have wasted no more time or trouble on it than was 
necessary for the writing of it. I have merely set down what has happened to me in all 
possible simplicity and truth.       p 314 
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